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To the moſt Noble the 
MARQUIS of KENT, 


Lord Chamberlain of Her MAJEsTY's 
Houſhold, Sc. 


"7 H E utmoſt Succeſs I ever propos d from this Play, 
was, that it might reach the Taſte of a few good 


Gallery. A Play without a juſt Moral, is a poor and tri- 
vial Undertaking ; and tis from the Succeſs of ſuch Pieces, 
that Mr. Collier was furniſh'd with an Advantageous 
tence of laying his unmerciful Axe to the Root of the Stage. 
Gaming is a Vice, that has undone more innocent Princi- 
ples, than any one Folly that's in Faſhion, therefore I 
Choſe to expoſe it to the Fair Sex in its moſt hideous Form, 
by reducing a Woman of Honour to ſtand the preſumptuous 
Addreſſes of a Man, whom neither ber Virtue or Inclina- 
tion wou'd let her have the leaſt Taſte to: Now tis not im- 
A 3 poſſible 


Misfortune of that, as well as Poetry, 
too long in the Hands of thoſe, whoſe Taſte and 
utterly inſenſible of their Uſe and 3 


beat into the impenetrable Heads of thoſe that 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY. 
live in Hope, that the ſame Juſtice and Reſolution will ſtill 
perſuade you to go as ſucceſsfully through with it. 
OE Cs DOS ny 
Lordſhip's equal Intentions,under a i — 
of not being able to comply with em; the Town is likely 
to be more antertain'd with the private Di than 


P R O L O G u. 
INC E Plays are but the Mirrors of our Lives, 
And foon or late Mankind are chain'd to Wives ; 


Pray who's in Fault ?—For when you've ſaid your abort, 

Therefore our Author drew you once the Life 

Of Careleſs Huſband, 2 Wife, 

Who by ber Patience (tho da of Faſhion ) 
Retriee'd, at laſt, her Wauderer's Inclination. 

Yet ſome there are, who ffill arraign the Play, 

At ber tame Temper uc d, as who h ſay——— 

The Price, for a dull Huſband, cuas too much to pay. 

Had he been firangled fleeping, who ſhox'd burt ye ? 

When ſo e a Virtue. 

l ther——to do bis former Moral Right, 

Or ſet fJuch Meaſures in a fairer Light, 

He ow: gan now a Wife, he's fure in Faſhion, 

Wheje Wrongs uſe modern Means for Reparation. 

No Fel, — ai ber Life in Sufferings waſte, 

But furious, proud, and inſolently chafte ; 

Who more in Honour jealous, than in Love, 

Reſelocs Reſentment ſhall her Wrongs remove : 

Not to be cheated with bis civil Face, | 0 


— NS fy Berk fret ef, | : 


But ſcorns his Falfhoed, and to prove him baſe, 

Mobb'd up in Hack triumpbant dogs him to the Place. 
Theſe modijſh Meaſures, wwe preſume, you'll own, 

Are oft what Wiwes of Gallantry hare donc; 

But if their Conſequence ſouu d meet the Curſe 

Of making a prowot d Averfion worſe, 

Then you bis former Moral muſt allow, 

Or own 24 Satyr juft be fhews you now. 

Some other Follies too, our Scenes preſent, 5 
Some wwarn the Fair from Gaming, when extravagant. 
Brut when undone, you ſee the dreadful Stake, 

That bard-frefs'd 2 irtue is reduc d to make ; 

Think not the Terrors you beheld her in, 

Are rud:ly drawn t e — auhat bas been ſcen; 

But, as the friendly Waſo tender ſt way, 

To let her Dangers warn you from the Depth of Play. 


/ OO W WV. 
Spoken by Mr. CIE BER. 

M thinking, when poor Plays are quite cry'd downg 

( 4s nothing's flrange in this revolving Town, 

7 what the latter Age had thought amazing, ) 
What we poor Slawes fhall do when turn d a Grazing. 
Perhaps great Cæſar, auh the World commanded, 
May ſnuff the Opera Candles when dijoanded'; 
And proud Roxana, from her high Diſdain, 
Moft wilely floop to ſpread Toftifla's Train, 
Not but our Women may ſee better Lives, WS, 
And make ſome honeft Cits—(troth ! )—comfortable Wives. 
Let no fair Damſel think this ſaid t affront her, . 


¶ For boauſoc er the Stages Hepes may mount ber ) 
Beauty may drive as good a Trade behind the Counter. 
As here * ſome Chapmen, * there ſome Heads with Sorrow, 
May give, and feel, fore Proofs before this Time to-morrow. 
But I, whoſe Beauty only is Grimace, 
Hawe no ſuch Proſpects from this hatchet Face. 
All T can do muſt be | 
With humble Ale, and Toaſf, round Sca-Coal Fire, 
At Night my penſive Spouſe, and Brats t' inſpire, | 
With Tags of Crambe Rhimes, and tack em to th Italian Lyre.) 
Nay, &en when Hunger prompts em for Relief, | 
DPI make "em aft for Food in Recitative : 
As thus, [Sings in Recitative.] «© Mamma — Well! what, 
[what is't you mutter ? 
« Pray cut me à great Piece of Bread and Butter. 
[Then this to the Air of Yes, yes, tis all I want, &c. 
There's all you are like to have, 
Nor can you aft for Supper; 
Tig cut quite round the Loaf, 
"7is under fide, and We: 
Who knoxvs in Time, but his 4s Bill znſcrted, 
May croud a Houſe, when Shakeſpear is deſerted. 
Or ſay that I ne. | | 
Since painted Nature no Recruits will bring in, 
Shou'd Cen, in Spite of Nature, flick to Singing, 
My Voice, "tis true, the Gipfy's but unkind to, 
Tho' that's a Fault you ev'ry Day are blind to. 


* hot and Gl, 


Ha French, ſomeEngliſh, and a. ſpice e Dutch. 


EPILOGUE. 


But if I change my Name, that half will win ye, 

Q! the ſoft Sound of Seignior Cibberini. 

Imagine then, that thus with amorous Air 

= you Raptures, while T /, Defj [Sings Lalian. 

7 avon't do, 8 
[Sings in bro- 


Now, Sirs, you'wve ſeen the utmoſt I can do, [ken Engli&. 
Poet, Player, and as Song fter tos; | 

Bat if you can't allow my Voice inviting, 

Fo bs av toe by lis, and by Writing. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Lord Wronglove, | Mr. Wilks. 
Lord George Brilliant, Mr. Cibber. 
Sir Fricrdly Moral, Mr. Keene. 


LA DVS Laſt STAKE: 


OR, THE 
Wife's Reſentment. 
. ACT L 8 
SCENE, Lord Wronglove”s Apartment. 

* K. 


Enter Mrs. 
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plaint? Who's the Aggreſſor? I'll e'en refer the Matter 
| V r and if ſhe caſts me there, 

Juſtice; if not, though the Coſt were ten 
r qr ab for the reſt of my 
Life. Lat 0 fie/———o os ob ts charg'd 
with, dig. That I have feloniouſly embezzled my In- 
clinations among the rough and — Converſation 
of ſeveral undaunted Gentlewomen, and fo forth. _— 
That, I think, ſince it muſt be prov'd againſt me, I 
had beſt plead guilty to.  — kc it ſo.- 
Very wdl !-— —— A terrible Charge indeed: And 


now 
Enter Bruſh. 


Brust. My Lady defires to know if your Lordſhip pleaſes 
to dine at home to- day? g 
I'd. Wrong. Right ! * Enquiry. [4fide.] 
Why, tell ker tis impoſſible to gueſs, but her Ladyſhip 
may do as ſhe pleaſes. [Exit Bruſh.) But go on. 
Now let's hear the Defendant, and then proceed to Judg- 
ment and Damages. Well! the Defcndant ſays, That 
"tis true he was in love with Madam up to her proud 
Heart's Wiſhes, but hop'd that Marriage was his End of 
Servitude, that then her wiſe Referve, her Pride, and 
other fine Lady's Airs wou'd be all laid aſide. No, 
—— Ladyſhip was ſtill the ſame unconquer'd He- 
roine : If being endur d cou'd give me Happineſs, twas 
mine; if not, ſhe knew herielf, and ſhou'd not bend be- 
low her Sex's Value———-1 bore this long, then urg'd her 
3 that this Reſerve of Humour was inconſiſtent with 
her being a Friend, a Wiſe, or a C 
She faid *twas Nature's Fault, and I but MS In ain. 
— U pen this 1 found my Patience to have 
enough on't: ſo I c'en made her Invincibleſhip a low 
Bow, and told her, I wou'd diſpoſe of my time in Plea- 
ſures, which, were a little more comeatable; which Plea- 
Cares I have found, and ſhe———has found out, but truly 
ſhe won't bear it: And tho” ſhe {corn'd to love, ſhe'll con- 
deſcend to hate; ſne I have Redreſs, Revenge, and 
tion; ſo that if I have a mind to be caſy at home, I need 
but tremble at her Anger, down on my Knees, confeſs, 
beg Pardon, 1 keep my Word, and 
the Bus neſs is done, ———— Now venerable, — 


4 


the Wirt's RESENTMENT. 13 
ſcience, ſpeak, muſt I do this only to purchaſe what the 
Greatneſs of her Soul has taught me to be indifferent to ? 
Am I bound to faſt, becauſe her has no Appe- 
tite ? Shall Threats and Brow-beatings fright me into Ju- 
ſtice, where my own Will's a Law? No, no, no. 
poſitively no: I'm Lord of my own Heart ſure, and 
e 
very fair. Moſt generous Conſcience, I give you 


© "Thanks for this Deliverance ! And ſince I'm = pals, I've 


little Nature on my fide too, Madam may now go on with her 
noble Reſentment if ſhe pleaſes. 
Enter Bruſh. 
Bruſh. Lord George Brilliant gives his Service, and if 
your Lordſhip's at leiſure he'll wait upon you. 


Ld. Wrong. Give my Service, ſay I ſhall be glad to ſee 


| kim, Exit Bruſh, 
Brußb. My Lord! 


Ld. Wrong. Is the Footman come back yet? 
Bruſh. Yes, my Lord, he call'd at White's, but there's 
no Letter for your | 

Ld. #rorg. Very well. [Exit Bruſh. 
I can't imagine the Meaning of it, Sure I havn't play'd 
with this Babyfac'd Girl till I'm in love with her ; and yet 
her diſappointing me Yeſterday does not flip fo ecafily 
through my Memory, dues of this gentle Nature us'd 
to do. F Symptom —— And yet, 
if ſhe had come, "tis ten to one, the Relief ſhe 
cou'd have given me, wou'd have been a fair Excuſe to get 
rid of her. Hum! ay, ay, all's fafe-——She has only 
fitirr'd my Pride I find, my Heart's as ſound as my Conſtitu- 
tion,—and yet her a 

Enter 

Bruſb. A Letter for your: L ordſhip. 

Id. Wrong. Who brought it? : 

Bruſo. Snug the Chairman, 

La. Wrong. O dis right, now we ſhall be let into the 
Secret. 
(Reads.) 
Wo'n't beg your Pardon for nut coming Yefterday, be- 

Y cauſe it was mt my Fault, bet ined Te Jony 1 
could not. 
Kind 
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Kind however, tho" tis poſſible ſhe may lye too. 

To be ſhort, old Teizer ſmoaks the Buſineſs, poſi — 

By her Stile, the Child ſeems to have a great Genius 
Iniquity : But who the Duce is old Teizer ? O] that muſt 
be her Uncle Sir Friendly Moral! Smoaks the Buſineſs, poſs ! 
Very well. 
For he watch'd me all Day, as if be had been in ove 
ewith me himſclf : But you may depend 
ternoon about five, at the fame Place, till when, dear 


Diſmal, aden | 

Well faid! I-gad, this Girl will debauch me! what pity 

dis, her Perſon does not ſpread like her U 
But ſhe is one of Eve's own Sifters, born a Woman: Bid 
the Fellow ſtay for an Anſwer. [Exit Bruſh. 
Enter Mit. Hartſhorn. | 
Hart/. My Lady deſires to know, if your Lordſhip pleaſes 
to drink any Tea? 


* 
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Jealous by Jupitur, I muſt look ſharp, I ſee. 
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Hum ! what's here, a torn Letter! ha! this Hand is new! 
O! my Patience! ſome freſh, ſome undiſcover'd Slut ! 
Here ! Hart/horn ! 

| Enter Hartſhorn. 


Go to the Door this Minute, and tell the impudent Fellow 
there, that my Lord ſays the Letter requires no Anſwer ; 
and if he offers to bring any more, he'll have his Limbs 
broke. 3 | 
Bruſh. [ Behind.) Ha! this was a lucky Diſcovery ! be- 
tween my Lord, or my Lady, it's hard if I don't mend my 
Place by it. 
La. Wrong 


Id. Meng. Here give this to the Porter. 

Brufo. My Lord, the Porter's gone. [Smiling. 
3 Gone ! how ſo! What does the Fellow 
| at ? | 

Bruſh. My Lord, I beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for 
my Boldneſs, but perhaps it may be more uſeful to you 


than my Silence; I ſaw ſomething that happen'd juſt 
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Letter from my Wife; and tis probable her Pride will 
have as much Pleaſure in reproaching me, as her Good- 
nature wou'd in finding me innocent - I muſt take 
care not to let her grow upon me To bear the open Inſo- 
lence of a Wife is a Puniſhment, that exceeds both the 
Crime and the Pleaſure of any Favours the Sex can give us 
hat why am I ſo apprehenſive of a poor Woman's 
being out of Humour ? My Gravity for the Matter wou'd 
be as Ridiculous as her Paſſion. 
that in our Matrimonial Squabbles, one Side's 
forced to make a Confidence with their Servants; I am re- 


duc'd now to truſt this Fellow —But I can make it his 


Intereſt to be ſecret. 
Enter Hartſhorn r Tea. 
Hart/. Here's your Lordſhip's Tea. 
Id. Hrong. 0? thank you, Mrs. Haryforn—Where' 
your Lady ? 


Hartſ. My Lord, ſhe is not very well, and defir'd me to | 


give your Lordſhip this. [Gives a Letter. 
Ld. Wrong. So! Now it comes——let's ſee 


Omet bing has happen d that makes me unfit for Tea, 1 
avou'd tell you what, but that I find tis the Faſhion for 
married People to have ſeparate Secrets. 
 Humph ! This is pretty plai Now if 
I take no Notice of it, I ſhall have her walk by me in 
the Houſe with a dumb, gloomy Infolence for a Fort- 
night together —— ——Suppoſle I let her No better 
39 The moſt violent Jealouſy is often 
eee I'll make one Puſh 
t however, tis certainly more prudent to come off if 
1 — Hariſhern, pray tell your Lady I muſt 
needs ſee her, I have ING 02 y to her that will 


wake her laugh, though ſhe was dying of the Va- 


Here My Lord, I'I tell her. [Exit Hartſ. 
Ld Wrmg. Or ſuppoſe her Jealouſy is too wiſe for 
my Wit, fay the won't be impos'd upon: At worſt, I'll 
carry it on with ſuch an Exceſs of Affurance, that I'll 
give her the Mortif cation of thinking, that I believe I 


The worſt on't is, 


have 


1 <@> <a OR =_ _ _ Sw * 
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pen d in all the 
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have deceiv'd her: She ſhan't have the Pleaſure 
the infuſe mat, Ill cruſh the very 


La. Wrong. I am as well as I expect to be, mn 
n, 
Ld. i 


ſat I ſhan't drink any | | 
Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! 3 
know what makes you ſo out of humour? Ha! ha! 
La. Wrong. By my Soul, you have a good Aſſurance. 
[Turning away. 
Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Do you know too, that I 
am now inf! you with the moſt ridiculous Malice, 
and yet with all the comical Juſtice in the World? 


this Uſage is 12 

verſe with 

Ld. Wrong. By my Soul 
Accidents 
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me, inſtead of one at my Houſe; my Blockhead 
here carries it on, and with his own blunder- 
ie bee rights, bur the No ſooner 
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that ever any ſure was made of. 

| Ld. Wrong. [Afide.) Taue do, 1 find, but ue no 
_ ! ha! and ſo upon this, what 
does me I, but inſtead of making you eaſy, let's you go 
on in the Fancy, till I was thoroughly convinc'd your Suſ- 
unexpeRied Cataſtrophe, and tells you the whole Truth of 
the Matter; Ha, ha, ha! = 
La. Wrong. A very pr 22 but 


No, upon my Soul twas all ſo directly in 


Nature, that the leaft Fiction in the World had knockt it 
= one ws f Lend! I am as much di. 
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—the—the Anſwer ? Ay, ay, 
Porter, becauſe you know, if he had gone 


"was Fiſty to One the poor Fellows Miſtreſs wou'd not 
have been reconcil'd to him again this Fortnight——But 
did you obſerve, Child, what a coarſe familiar Style the 


Failing. 
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And I muſt tell you, my Lord, when Men of Quality can 
ßnd their Account in engaging with Women, whoſe higheſt 
Modeſty is Impudence, methinks they ſhou'd not wonder 
if Men of their own Principles, whoſe I is ſo oſt- 
en miſtaken for Wit, ſhould talk their Wives into the fame 


Id. _ Let me die, Child, if you han't a great deal 


ad og Sipping his Tee. 
Wrong. "Tis not the firſt Time that an affronted Wife 
no ct the World of her perſonal Merit, to the ſe- 
of her Huſband. 


Nay, you 
La Frog at — 

— a Couple 
: _m_ [Exit Lady Wronglove. 


IA. Wrong. What Pains this filly Woman takes to weary 
me, always widening the Breach between us, as if twere 
her Intereſt to have no Hopes of Accommodation ; as if 
ſhe felt no pain in making her own Life wretched, ſo ſhe 
cou'd but imbitzer mine——Let her go cn——tHae's on 
that always ſweetens it. 
Enter Lord George. 
Ah, my Georgy ! Kiſs. 
Ld. Geo. And kiſs, and kiſs again, my Dear 2 
By Ganymede there's Nectar on thy Lips. O the plea- 
ſure of a 3 O Wronglove ! 


Such Hopes 
Ld. Wrong. Hey-day ! What's the Matter? 


Id. Geo. Such foft Ideas Such thrilling Thoughts 


of aching Pleaſure -In ſhort, I have too much 
on't. 
Id. Wrong. Thou firange Piece of wild Nature 

Ld. Gee. Death! I tell thee, Man, I'm above half Seas 
Over. 

Ld. Wrong. One wou'd rather think half the Seas were 


| over you; for, in my Mind, you don't talk like a Man 


above Water, 
Lad. 
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Ld. Geo. Prithee forgive me: How is it poſſible I ſhou d, 


. Geo. Why the Buſineſs, in one Word—it's im- 
to tell you. 
Ld. Wrong. Impoſlble ! — —— Will you drink any 
Ld. Geo. Tea! Thou ſoft, thou ſober, nage, 


Tea? 


Ld. V Not only 
Pleaſe ; in the Name of Nonſenſe go on. 

Ld. Irong. Swear ! 

Ld. Geo. Ay, ſwear. 

Ld. Wrong. Blood ! 

Ld. Geo. Pſhah! Prithee. 

Ld. Vreng. Nay, pray, Sir, give me leave to play the 
e 
I ſecure you a reaſonable Anſwer. 


Ld. 


the WIr E' RESENTMENT. 21 
Ld. Geo. Swear then never (to any Mortal) to truſt from 


That is, you pull'd out your Watch as 
ing away, and ſhe took a Fancy to one of the 
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Id. Geo. Can you be a Moment ſerious ? = 
Ld. Vrong. Faith, Sir, if I am not, tis only to make 


of her Over-fonduefs for Play, ſhe's the Perfection of a 


good Wife. 5 
Ld. Geo. O your Servant, Sir, you own ſhe has a Paſ- 
ſion for Play then. 


Id. Wrong. That I can't deny; and what's worſe, I 
doubt ſhe likes it a great deal better than ſhe underſtands it. 
1 hear ſhe has loſt conſiderably to the Count of late. 


S =, tr my by 


1 


| 
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1.4. Geo. You muſt know then, that the Count is my In- 
ineer ; he and I have a right U ing ; whenever 


is'd againſt the 
N 
work her to her ill Fortune? ſhe may give over Play: 
What will all your Advantages ſignify, if ſhe does not loſe 
to you more than ſhe can pay? 

Id. Ges. O, I have an for that tooꝗẽ ¾u— 
look you, in ſhort, I won't ſpoil my Plot by diſcovering 
it ; CORE CRANES ripe for Execution, and then 

There is no fear that I fhou'd tell 

The Joys that are unſpeakable. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha, ha, and ſo you are really in Love to 


the laſt Extremity of Paſſion. 


Ld. Geo. Prithee don't laugh at me. [AﬀeRedly. 

Ld. Vrung. Don't you think I have heard you with a 
great deal of Patience ? 

Ld. Geo. Nay, I know we Puppies in Love are tireſome. 

Ld. Wreng. And ſo you think that all this Extravagance 
of your Style and Geſture muſt have convinc'd me, that 
you really care Sixpence for this Woman? 

Ld. Geo. Wou'd you have me {wear ? 

Ld. Wrong. Ay, come, do a little. 

Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the ſacred Ties of Honour, 
Friendſhip, and Reſtleſs Love, had I but Five thouſand 
1 and nothing elſe could purchaſe 

Ld. /I rong. I dare ſwear you'd give it hill: 
that you really cou'd love A. 222. 


Ld. Geo. Why then, you 


Id, 
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Ld. Wrong. ou my Hs gap. ges. Bok in the 
Face; but you love her, her only, indeed you do: Your 


Paſfion for Lady Gentle is affected: Not but I grant you'll | 
purſue it, for when nothing's in view, you're Indefatigable. 


You are a little uncaly at the ſmallneſs of Mrs. Congueft's 
Fortune, and would fain fe 


i your Chariot's at the Door, you ſhall carry me to White's. 
Ld. Geo. Why then (except 

— — 
Exrunt. 


The End of the my ACT. 


riage-Vow 1s in its ſelf ſo foul an Inj 
the Law's ſo "Re 


{paring in its Proviſion of Redreſs ! And yet tis 


ſure an Injury, becauſc juſt Nature makes the Pain of bear- 
— 0 hard Condition! For if e en that 


the 


ing it 
Pain the Wife to move for Reparation, 
World's groſs Cuſtom makes her perhaps a Jeſt to thoſe that 
ſhou'd aſſiſt her.—If ſhe offends, the Crime s 
yet if injur'd has no 
this, but ſure tis unnatural. 
Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. | 

Mrs. Har:ſ. Madam, the Porter's come back. 

La. Wrong. Bring him in. 
Enter Porter. 
Well, Friend, how far have you follow'd em? 


Port. Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, fk they ban 
went in Lord 


George's Chariot to bite 
La. Wron. Me to il oy thy? 


Port. 


perſuade yourſelf you are in love in 
another Place but hark'e, you'll marry her. And fo 


myſelf) thou art poſitively | 


in my Temper, I over-rate 
* Violation of his Mar- 


whence is it that 


3 
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part. Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, they ſtay d, 
near as I can gueſs, about a very little time. | 

La. Wrong. Whither did they go then ? 

Port. Why then they ſtopt a little at the Coach Maker's 
at Charing Croſs, and look'd upon a ſmall Thing there, they 
call a Booby-Hutch, and did not ſtay; and ſo then ſtopt 


again at the Fruit-Shop in Covent-Garden, and then juſt went 


up to Tom's Coffee Houſe, and then went away to the Toy- 
Shop at the TrmplorGarr, and there they ſtay d I can't tell 
how long, and pleaſe you. | 10 

La. I rong. Did they buy any thing ? 

Port. Yes, a number of things, truly. 5 

La. Hong. Were they moſtly for Men's Uſe, or how ? 

Port. Nay, I don't know ; ſuch fort of Trangams as the 
I remember one was ſuch a kind of a ſmall 
Scizzar-Caſe as that by your Honour's fide, my Lord Wrenrg- 
love bought it. 

La. I reng. So! that was not for me, I am ſure. [4/de.] 
Do you know what he paid for't ? | | 

Port. Troth, 1 can't ſay Ido They came away, an't 
like your Honour, but I did not ſee them pay for any thing. 
——— And ſo after that 

Euter Hartſhorn. | . : 

Hart/. Young Mrs. Notable is come to wait upon your 
I advſhip. „ | 

La. 1 g. Here, come into the next Room, Friend, I 
muſt employ you farmer. — Deſire her to walk in, I'll wait 
upon her preſently. 


Exit La. Wrong. and Porter. 
Re. enter Mis. Hartſhorn acith Mi Notable. 

Mrs. Tiarrj. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk in, my 
Lady knows you are here, Madam Dear Madam! how 
extremely your Lady{hip's grown within this half Year ? 

Miſs Nazatle. O fe, Mrs. Her:/horr, you don't think me 
taller, do you ? | 
Mrs. Hart. © dear Madam, to an Infinity! Nay, and 
ſo plump too, ſo frefii-Jook'd, fo round hipp'd. and full- 
cheſted—That—]I am fare, Madam, he! he! If I were a 
young Gentleman of Quality, Madam, hie! lie! Your Lady- 
thip will pardon my Freedom. —T protei, he! he 

| Cart ling and furpering. 


E NIif⸗ 


26 The Lady's LasT Stax: or, 


Miſs Net. I vow, Mrs. Hartgſborn, you have a great deal 
of good Humour; is not your Lady very fond of you? 
Mrs. Hart/. Truly, Madam, I have no reaſon to com- 
plain of my Lady ; but you muſt know, Madam, of late 
Seve have lack ane Concerns in che Fandly diboon may 
Lord and ſhe, that I vow, my poor Lady is ſeldom in Hu- 
mour with any body. 

Miſs Not. I'm mighty ſorry for that——What does my 
Lord give her any Occaſion for Jealouſy, think you? 


Mrs. Hart/. Occaſion, quoth'a! O Lard ! Madam—But 


ttis not fit for me to ſpeak. 

Miſs Net. [4/ide.) I'm glad to hear this—'Tis poſſible 
her Ladyſhip may be convinc'd that fifteen is as fit an Ape for 
Love, as fix and twenty. And if her Jealoufy's kinkled 

, I'll blow it into a Blaze before I part with her. 

Mrs. Hart/. Madam, I hear my Lady's coming I hum- 
bly take my Leave of your Ladyſhip : Your Ladyſhip's moſt 
obedient Servant. [ Impertinently cringing. 

Miſs Nor. Your Servant good Mrs. Harthorn ; if you'll 
Call to ſee me, I have a very pretty new Croſs, that would 
become your Neck extremely You'll pardon me. 

Mrs. Hary/. Dear Madam! your Ladyſhip's ſo obliging 
——1 Wine an Cppantunity 26 thank your Lotus — 

1 
. Enter Lady W 


Miſs Nor. My dear, dear Lady — ! You'll forgive 
me; I always come unſeaſonably, but now tis pure Friend- 

ſhip, and my Concern for you, that brought me. 
La. #rorg. My Dear, you know I am always glad to ſee 
ut you'll excuſe me, if I am not the Company 1 


wou'd be! I am mightily out of Order of late. I hope Sir 
 Fricndlz's well. 


CC ——— A, 


Miſs Net. After the old Rate, paſt the Pleaſures of Life 


Himſelf, and always ſnarling at us that are juſt come into 
em. =I do make fuch work with him. He reads me 
every Morning a Lecture againſt lightneſs, and gadding 
abroad, as he calls it; then do I teize him to Death, and 


threaten him, if he won't let me do what J pleaſe, I'll chuſe | 


a new Guardian that wall. 


La. Vrcag. Come, don't diſoblige kim, my Dear; for if 


you'll let me ſpeak as a Friend, you have a good nature 
'Town- Wr, I ovn, and a great many pretty Qualities; hr 
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take my Word, your Intereſt and Reputation will find a bet- 

ter account in truſting em under your Uncle's Conduct, than 
Miſs Nor. I don't know that; for all his tedious ſelf-de- - 

nying Courſe of Philoſophy is only to make me a good old 


Woman: Juſt the Condition of the Miſer's Horſe, when he 


had taught him to live upon one Oat a Day, the poor Creature 


died. So I am to ſpend all my Youth in learning to avoid 
_ Pleaſures, that Nature won't let me be able to taſte when 
Tm old. 


Which is juſt as much as to ſay, Don't drink 
while you are thirſty ; becauſe if you will but ſtay till you 


are Choak'd, you won't care whether you drink or no. 


La. Vong. [ Afide.) What an improving Age is this? But, 
my Dear, pray let me talk to you a little ſeriouſly, and I 
hope it won't be loſt upon you ; for you have an Under- 
ſtanding that's uncommon at your Age. I have obſerv'd 
among all the Unfortunate of our Sex, more Women have 
been undone by their Wit, than their Simplicity: Wit 
makes us vain, and when we are warm in our opinion of 
it, it ſometimes hurries us through the very Bounds of Pru- 
dence, Intereſt, and Reputation; have a Care of being ſin- 

led by the Men. Women, like Deer, are ſafeſt in the 
Herd; ſhe that breaks away from her Acquaintance, may 
be moſt follow'd indeed; but the End of the Chace is very 

Miſs Nor. But pray, Madam! Now with Submiſlian, I 
think your Argument won't hold ; for a Deer's Buſineſs is 
to eſcape, but a Woman's is to be caught, or elſe the World's 
ſtrangely alter d. | 

La. #T:z:g. Honourably, I grant you. - 

Miſs Not. Honourably ! That is to ſtand till like a poor 
dumb Thing, and be tamely ſhot out of the Herd 
Now I think a young Creature, that fairly truſts to her 
Heel, and leads you twenty or thirty Couple of briſk young 
Fellows after her helter-ſkclter, over Hills, Tledges, Bogs, 
and Ditches, has ten times a fairer Chance for her Life; 
and if ſhe is taken at laſt, I hold twenty to one, among any 
People of Taſte, they'll ſay ſhe's better Meat by half. 

La. Wrong. Well ſaid, Child! Upon my word you have 


a good Heart: Th' Addrets of a Lover uſes to be more ter- 


rible at your Age.—You ſeem to hate reſoly'd upon not 
dying a Maid already. 
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Miſs Not. Between you and I, Lady Wronglove, I have 


been poſitive in that this Twelvemonth. 

La. Frozg. Why then, ſince we are upon Secrets, my 
Dear, I muſt tell you, the hed you me in backs extefts 
Way to be marry'd : Huſbands and Lovers are not caught 
with the ſame Bait. 

Miſs Not. With all my Heart, let me but catch Lovers 
plenty, I'm 'd : For if having one's Will is the Plea- 
ſure of Life, I'm ſure catching a Huſband is catching a 


Tartar. No, vive me dear, — Liberty———Content, 
and a Cottage. 


— rung. And wou'd not a good Huſband content 


Miz Nr. And why muſt I expect a better than any of | 


my Neighbours? Do be look into the private Comforts of 


the Dear, Fond, Hononrable Couples about this Town; and 


you'll find there's generally two Beds, two Purſes, two Ta- 
bles, two Coaches—rwo Ways And fo in moſt ef their 
Pleaſures an unmoleſted Separation is the only Chain that 
keeps 'em together—— Now pray, Madam, will you give 
— * 66 He thus, and aſk you one Queſtion ? 

La. Wrong. Freelv, my Dear. 

Mis Not. Then did you 8 never, upon no occa- 
ſion, repent your being marry 

La. Ii rong. I hat . my Dear. 

Miſs Nor. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give you 
my Reaſons for aſking ; but if you never did repent it, I 
am reſolv d I won't be the frit that ſhews you occaſion to 
do it. 
La. Vong. 1 don't know, my Dear, that ever I gave 
any body Reaſon to think me uncaſy at Home ; but you 

freak, Child, as if you knew ſomething that ought to 

make me fo. 
Miſs Nr. Then depend upon't, unleſs I were ſare you 
were enealy Ms I'd as ſoon be lock'd up as tell on 


La. Wh Well! ſuppoſ I am uneaſy. 
Maſs Not. Pardon I can't ſuppoſe it But ſux - 


poſe you are not, then I ſhou'd play a Foo!'s part, I'm ſure, 
to make vou ſo. 
La. Wrong. I am ſare you know ſomething of my Loid 


Tray dell Me. 
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Miſs Nor. Since I ſee you are uneaſy, and I know you 
love him but too well ; upon condition you'll think I only 
do it to help your Cure, I will tell you: for when a Wo- 
man is once ſure ſhe has a ſubſtantial Reaſon to hate her Huſ- 
band, I ſhou'd think the Buſineſs mult be half over. 

La. Wrong. You make me impatient. = 

Miſs Not. Let me think a little to ſoften it, as well as 1 


can What great Fools theſe wiſe over-grown P'rudes are 


to tell the greateſt Secret of her Life to a Girl! To own 
her Huſband falſe, and all her ſober Charms negleted—— 
But if ſhe knew that young Pi Garlict were the Occaſion 
of it too—Lurd! how her Blood wou'd riſe ! What a diſ- 
Condition wou'd my poor Head clothes be in? 

LA.] Well, Madam, to begin then with the end of my 
Story. In one Word, my Lord is groſly falſe to you, and 
to my Knowledge has an Appointment from a Miſtreſs this 
Afternoon, to meet her in a Hackney-Coach in the 


bona & | 
| Read to Chelſza . 


La. Wrong. All this, my Dear, except their Place of 
Meeting, 1 knew before; but how you come to know it, 
I confeſs amazes me. 

Miſs Net. Look you, Madam, all I know is this While 
my Lord Wrenglove, and Lord George ſtay' d at our Houſe, to 
ſpeak with my Lady Gentle this Morning, I happen d to fit 
in the next Room to em, reading the laſt new Play: Where, 
among the reſt of their precious Diſcourſe, I over-heard my 
Lord #rorglowe tell Lord George, the very Appointment 
Word for Word, as I have now told it to you. 

La. Vrong. You did not hear her Name ? | 

Miſs Not. No, nor what ſhe was; only that ſhe's pretty 
young : For I remember Lord George ridicul'd his Fancy, 
and call'? her Green Fruit Little, if you pleaſe, ſays 
t'other, but ripe, I'll warrant her: And I had rather 
my Fruit myſeif, than have it (like you) through the ] 
Hands that bring it to Cont - Garden | 

La. Vrung. The brutal Thought! | 

Miſs Net. When my Lady came down, ſhe made em ſtay 
Dinner; which was no ſooner done, but I immediately ſlipt 
away to tell you of it: For methought I was as much 
touch'd with the Wrong done to your Ladyſhip, as if it had 
been to myſelf. | 

La. Wrong. My Dear, I am extremely oblig'd to you. 

| 3 3 | Miſs 
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Miſs Nor. I'm fre I mcant it well For to know the 
worſt, is not half ſc bad as to miſtruſt it. 

La. Nrong. Infiritely oblig'd to you. 


Miſs Not. Oh! ſhe's deliciouſly uncaſy. [{fid:, and pleas'd.) 


II tell you what I wou'd adviſe your Ladyſhip to do: Call 
for your Hobd and Scarf, and an Hackney Coach to the 
Door this minute—In the mean time I'll ſtep home again, 
{for I am ſure they are not gone yet, the Tea was but juit 


call'd for when I came away) and the moment my Lord 


iFrenglove takes his leave, I'll ſend you word: Then may 
you clap on your Maſk, drive after him, and in five Minutes 
In lay my life you catch em together. 

La. Vrong. Why then if you'll do me the favour to ſend 
me that word, my Dear, J ſhall have leiſure in the mean 
7 , to improve upon your Advice. 

Net. Tf you'll let Te ens ef oone Fooghe fond — 
vant for a Chair, I'll go this minute. 

La. WWrone. Here Who's there? 

[ Mrs. Hartſhorn at the Deer. 

Miſs Nor. Now I think I fall be even with his Honour 
II teach him to tell of Favours before he has em at leaft : 
If I had not diſcover 'd him, in my coulience he ad tet 
Madam diſcover me. [Afede. 
La Mrorg. [werden there noma tie far he 
4 * I am over joy d I can ſerve your Ladyſhip: 
You'll excuſe my running away. 
| Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 

Mrs. Hart/. Here's a Chair, Madam. 

Miſs Net. Well, I'll take no leave, for I'll call again by 
and by, to know your Succeſs. 
La. asg. My Dear, I ſhall be extremely glad to ſce 
you; your Servant. 

Miſs Not. Your Servant, Servant. [Runs off. 
La. Ving. Get mea Hood and Scarf, and a Maſk, and 
bid one of the Footmen call an Hackney-Coach to the Door 


immediately. [Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn.] What will become of | 


me? 1 hate him ? ——1 think I almoſt 
do—Is he not contemptible ? Fogh !——What odious thing 
muſt this be, that he converſes with! A Woman without 
Modeſty has ſomething ſure of Horror in her Nature] What 
i {© Gon in in, that over-looks ſo foul a coarſenels in the 


i 
1 
( 
; 


the WIr E' RESENTMENT. 31 


fide ?—T bluſh to think ont How tame muſt he ſuppoſe me, 
if I bear this Uſage? I'll let him ſee I have a Spirit dari 
as his own, and as reſentful too: Since he dares be baſe, 
cannot bear but he ſhould ſee I know him ſo. To figh in 
ſecret o'er my Wrongs, and pay his Falſhood the Regards 1 
only owe his Truth, is more than Nature can ſubmit to. 
When once the Nuptial Bond's by him deſtroy'd, 
The Obligations of the Wife are void. Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to the Lady Gentle's Houſe. 
Lady Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lard George, at 
| | 4 Tea-Tabl:. 
La. Gen. [To Lord Wronglove.] Come! come, my Lord, 
you muſt ſtay another Diſh, indeed. | 
Ld. Wrong. Upon my faith, Madam, my Buſineſs is of the 
laſt Concern ; your Ladyſhip knows I don't uſe to ſtart from 
E 2 
rent. Well Ieen give Over, Yo ect 
ly good for nothing. a 122 * 
La. Vreng. The truth on't is, Madam, we fond Huſ- 
bands are fit for nothing but our Wives. | 
La. Gert. Come! none of your Raillery upon one that's 
too good for you. 
La. Wrong. Why, ſhe has ſome high Qualities indeed, 


diſoblige me. 

Ld. Wrong. I ſhall take a better op 
ſelf amends for going ſo ſoon; I am your 
— OER GH pray take care of Lord 
corge. 8 
Mrs. Con. O] he ſhall want for nothing, my Lord, 
4s you whe the finin ears ef the Lals ren ane: ; * 4d 

Ld. IFrong. Ha! ha! ha! [Exir Lend Wronglove. 
Id. Ges. My Lord Wronglowe is a very Gentleman, 


La. Gent. My Lord has ſo much good Senſe, that he does 
not mean what he ſays, I dare ſwear for him. 
Ld. Geo. Indeed, Madam, I can't think he does; I never 
2 .. . 
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La. Gent. Nor I indeed: And I think your Lordſhip vers 


Principles. 


Ld.Gev. Your Ladyſhip has fo much of both, that I can't 


1 thing that recommends me © your 
La. Gent. Upon my Word, my Lord, you have a great 


ſhare on't, and I think very deſervedly : Tis not a common 
thing in this Town, to find a Gentleman of your Figure, that 


has Courage enough to keep Marriage in countenance, eſpe 


cially when it's ſo much the Mode to be ſevere upon't. 

Ld. Gece. Now that to me is an intolerable Vanity, to ſee 
a Man aſham'd of being honourably happy, becauſe tis the 
Faſhion to be viciouſly wretched I don't know how it may 


re as 


much tremble to ſpeak lightly of my Wife, as my Reli 

Mrs. Cn. O] the hypocritical Monſter When he kno 

J know, [,d] if he were to be hang d, he'd ſcarce think 

it a Reprieve to be married There's Roguery at the bot- 

tom of all this, I'm ſure The Devil does not uſe to turn 

Saint for nothing. 
La. Gent. 1 am in hopes your Lordſhip's 


that ſeel the Happineſs of a Condition ourſelves, naturally 
wiſh our Friends in it. 

Mrs. Cor. What do you think of me, my Lord, you know 
T kave been about you a a great ? 

Ld. Geo. Fy! fy! you marry ! A meer Rake 

Mrs. Cor. O but I fancy now, a Man of your Sobriety, 
and ftay'd Temper, wou'd ſoon reform me. 

Ld. Geo. [4/ide) This ſubtle Devil ſmokes me Ware 
Mortals, Faith—lt ſhews her a little jealous however. 

Mrs Con. I'll be whipp'd if ever you marry more to your 
mind; what ſignifies two or three thouſand Pounds in one's 


Fortune, where you are ſure it wou'd be made up in Good- 
Humour and Obedience ? 


Id. Gee. And conſidering how intimate a foot you and I 


Rave always convers'd upon; What a venerable Figure 
_ —_ CY Co pre- 
to command you ? 

La. Gent. O! if you were married, there would be but 
one Will between you. Ld. 


much to be commended ; you love to put the faireſt Con- 
ſtruction upon things it's a certain ſigu of good Senſe, and 
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Ld. Geo. There's the Danger, Madam, being but one, we 
ſhou'd certainly who ſhou'd have it. I ſhou'd 
like Mrs. Gongueft, for my Wife's Companion ; one 
as a light Allay to the Softneſs of the other's Temper : But 
F 1 Gas ans Git ts ive. and Gert wethoramndy bolt 

limpſe of Jealouſy, I X 


Mrs. Can. Now cou'd I waſh his Face with my Tea. F-17728 

La. Gent. Well, I'm confident my Lord wou'd make an 
extreme good Huſband. 

. Ld. Ges. I don't know but I really might, Madam, if I 
cou'd perſuade any Woman beſide your Ladyſhip to think ſo. 

Mrs. Con. 22 How artfully the Monſter ſkrews him- 
ſelf into her good Opinion; I muſt take him down a little — 
Pray, my Lord, how many Women have you had of _ 
by way of Balm, to heal the flight Wound I gave you? 

Ld. Gee. Una aig Falk, Mee, I hed my Wont end 
Cure from the ſame Perſon : My Paſſion for you went for- 
ward like P:nelofe's Web; whatever your Eyes did in the 
Day, a very ſhort Reflexion upon your Temper unravell'd 
at Night; ſo that if you will needs know the Truth, I have 


not been reduc'd of late to apply myſelf for Relief to any 


body but your Ladyſhip. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
— oo ng Log 
Mrs. Con. Well, he has a glorious 


Ld. Geo. I fancy, Mrs. Congueft, 6 NY 


ciples by your on; for by your Queſtion you ſeem to think 
me a very wild Creatare. 


Mrs. Con. O fy, my Lord! ſo far from it, that I never 
faw any ching ſo aſtoniſhingly modeſt. 


Ld. Ges. Not {o modeſt neither, Madam; but if my Lady 
Gentle will give me leave, I dare uſe you moſt intolerably for 
this. 


La. Gent. Ev'n as yon pleaſe, my Lord, for I confeſs ber 


. Aftvrance is enough to daſh any out of countenance. 


Ld. Gec. Does your Ladyſhip hear that, Madam? Re- 
member now, that 1 am allow'd the modefter Perſon ; but 
to let you ſee, that in a juſt Cauſe I ſcorn to take the ad- 
vantage of my Charafler; Dll lay it aſide for once, and with 
an horeit Freedom tell you, your Attempts upon me are 
vam; yoa are homely, downright homely ; and 1710 ſhe were 
not a- lin to me, I 1 Gap marry my Grand mother. 


-@ 
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Mrs. Cn. Ah! poor Soul! every body knows, as well 
as myſelf, I am more than tolerably handſome : And (which 
you are ready to tear your Fleſh at) the whole Town knows 
you think ſo. 

Ld. Geo. Madam—did your Ladyſhip ever hear ſo tran- 
ſcendant an Aſſurance ? 

La. Gent. Nay, I'm on your fide, my Lord think you 
can't be too free with her. 

' Id. Gee. I'll tell your Ladyſhip what this Creature did 
once; Such an Inſtance of her intrepid Self- Sufficiency 

La. Gent. Pray let's hear it. Ha, ha. 

Mrs. Cor. With all my heart, I'll be heard too. 

Ld. Geo. I'll tell you, —— ; 
happen'd to make a Country Viſit to my Lady Congreff, her 
Mother, and one Day, at the table, I remember, I was parti- 
cularly pleas'd with the Entertainment, and upon enquiry found 
that the Bill of Fare was under the direction of Mladumciſelle 
here: Now it happen'd at that time, I was myſelf in want 
of a Houſe-Keeper ; upon which account I thought it wou'd 
not be amiſs, if I now and then paid her a little particular 
Civility : To be ſhort, I fairly told her, I had a great mind 
0 have a plain good Houſe-wife about ne, and dropt ſome 
broad Hints, that the Place might be her's for aſking—— 
Wou'd you believe it, Madam, if I'm alive, the Creature 


grew ſo vain upon't, ſo miſtook my meaning, 
that ſhe told me, her Fortune depended upon her Mother's 
Will, and therefore ſhe could receive no Propoſals of Mar- 
riage without her Conſent : Ha, ha ! Now after that unfor- 
tunate Blunder of her's, whether I ever gave my Lady the 
taſ workle — I leave to the ſmall Re- 
mainder of her own Conſcience. 

Mrs. Cor. Madam, as I hope to be married, the poor 
Wretch fell in love with me ! for tho' he defign'd 
only to make two Days ftay with us, it was above three 
Months before I was able to get rid of him: When he came 
firſt indeed, he was a pretty ſort of a tolerable impudent 
young Fellow ; but before he left us, (O the Power of Beau- 
ty!) I moſt barbarouſly reduc'd him to a ſighing, hamble, 
downright Dulneſs and 

La. Gen. Ha, ha ! Pray which of you two am I to belicve 
all this while? 
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Ld. Geo. Madam, if there's any Faith in my Senſes, her 
only Charms then were, and are ſtill not in raiſing of Paſ- 
fion, but Paſte. I own I did voraciouſly admire her pro- 
digious Knack of making Cheeſecakes, Tarts, Cuſtards, and 
Syllabubs ; Ha, ha, ha! 

La. Gent. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. Cox. You ſee, Madam, what tis to let him be never 
ſo little out of one's hands: Now his very Modeſty is Impu- 
dence: For to deny his being in love with me to another, 
bn OO CO 
La. Gent. Pſhah, Words fi he ever 
own it under his Haud ? ps 1 

Mrs, Can. His Hand Ha, ha, ha, Madam—as I am 2 
living Creature, if I have one, I have five hundred Biller- 
donx of his, where he has confeſs'd ſuch things of my Wit, 
and Parts, and my Eyes, and my Air, and my Shape, and 
my Charms, that—Nay, he tells me in one, I have more 
an —_  _—_ ——— | 


every Sincerity, Sigl 
Fears, Flames, Darts, Pains, Pangs, and Paſſion, that in my 
Conſcience, if a Body were to ſet em on fire, the Flame 

wou'd never go ozt. 

La. Gent. Well, if vou are in love, ho, this is certainly 
the neweſt way cf Wooing that ever was. 

Id. Gez. Whether I'm in love or no, I leave to your 
. And if Ladyſhip ſhould againſt 
| nd if your it 
im, whoker or no ave reſins be vin pet, ix he 

Q: 


py = The World, I believe, will think better of you 

both, when you're married. 

Ld. Geo. In the mean time, I believe, our ſureſt Com- 
fort will be to think well of ourſelves, and let it alone. 

I. 

Mrs. Con. I am glad to find you have Modeſty enough to 

_ wou'd make us think worſe of one an- 


B C Id. 
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Ld. Gee. Ofy! Mrs. C:mexef,, the more 


you are known, the more you muſt be 
ik d. : > Both affeRted!;. 


La. Gent. Ha, ha! [Going to the Tea-Tablc. 
Id. Geo. If it were poſſible I con'd like any thing out of 
Matrimony, it wou'd be you. 
Mrs. Con. Well, but tell me, do you like me as I am; 
how do you know but you may perſuade me into it? 
Ld. Geo. Like you—Umh ! I can'ttell—let's ſfee—{Look- 
:r7 en ber.]—give me your Hand. | 
Mrs. Cn. There [Strikes it into hir. 
Ld. Ges. Now 1 muſt preſs it gently, to know if touching 
you keeps any Correſpondence with my Heart—IHumh !— 
A well-fleſh'd Hand indeed | [Ogling her. 
Mrs. Can. O Lud! not ſo hard tho”. 
Ld. Geo. Now try your other Forces—look upon me. 
Mrs. Con. There [Staring wildly on him. 
Ld. Geo. [Hfide.) She dares not, tho' inraillery, look kind. 
I; on me—T like her for't This over ated Boldneſs to 
{ave her Modeſty at this time, looks like ſecret Inclination. 


Mrs. Con. Well, how do you find yourſelf? Have 1 


Power Do you burn much? 
_ Id. Gee. Umh! No, I'm a little too low for a Fever 


There's a {mall Pulſe indeed Different Sexes, like Steel 


and Flint, can't well meet without a fort of ſtriking Light 


One farther trial of your Power, and I'll tell you more. 
Mrs. Con. Come, come, what is't ? I'll do't. 

Ld. Geo. Turn away your Face, hold your Fan before it. 
Now draw your Hand ſlowly from me, and if you wou'd not 
have me think this Lightneſs of your Humour a direct Indif- 


left a tender Heart upon the Preſſure. 
[She does as directed, and runs from him. 
Mrs. Cor. Has your Ladyſhip any Tea left ? 


LA. Geo. Death I that ſoftning Touch has ſhot me to the 


Soul. | 
Mrs. Con. [Afide.] Let me obſerve him well, for faith! I 
- > — and even pleas d myſelf in hopes to 


Id, 


between em; not but it goes out as faſt as it comes in 


ference, let me perceive a gentle Hold at parting, as tho' you 


. ˙ 
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Ld. Geo. LA. How vain a Coxcomb am I? This Girl 


has fool'd me to bclieve the likes me——-That there ſhould 


2 1 * — 
— There's ſomething in 
ſo much beyond the cloſe : Reſerves of formal Prodery, that 
Death, if ſhe were of any Price but 
I'm a Fool to think of her [Walks a-part.. 
Mrs. Con. Humkh! The Symptoms are right ——Hah— 
Courage ma Fille, the Gentleman has a Hole in his Heart 
vet. 
Enter a Servant, aubo gives Lord George a Letter. 
Ld. Geo. Oh ! There, come in good time—— Now to 


drive out one Poiſon with.another——{ Goes to Lady Gentle. } 


Madam, if your Ladyſhip's at leiſure——— have the Bills 
read 


7. 

La. Gent. I am aſham'd to give your Lordfhip this trouble. 

Ld. Geo. A Trifle, Madam, 1, 2, 3,4, 5. 6, 7, 8, if your 
Ladyſhip pleaſes to look upon em, I think they are all 
hundred Pounds. The reſt I have about me in Gold. 


La. Gent. If your Lordſhip pleaſes, we'll reckon in the 


next Room——Mrs. Conqueſt. 


Mrs. Con. I'll wait upon your 
[Exit Lady Gentle aud Lord 


—Eight Hundred Pounds and the rf in Gol, up 
on her bare Word of Honour ! He'd hardly make that 


in exact, that's conan——Aad what wicked way he pro- 
CO TT 1 am . 


thing as impregnable Virtue, 5 
is Miſtreſs of it; but then, on the other ſide, he has a con- 
ſammate aflarance, that's fall as unfarmountable. And when 
the impudent Hopes of a Lover are like his, cover'd with 


Modeſty, it alters the Caſe firangely— No Woman can then 
be te what will become of her—Her not fl 
Defign puts in a Way of it on 
Ah lud! 1 don't like it.——He'll certainly—Well? let hin 
do what he will, he can't marry her, that's one Comfort, 
however. [Exit. 
| ACT 


ae e 
more after me, which it certainly wou'd : For when once 
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ACT IL 
SCENE Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 


Enter Miſs Notable alone. 


Miſs Net. CYO ! this has been 2 Day of Buſnef—I think 
if I cou 'd but draw in Lord George to be his Rival now, 1 


now I am 


ſhould touch the very tip of or then to 


a Woman's the Faſhion, 


body follows her ; ſhe fills 
like a Mufick- 


tho' there's 


ſure of Mrs. too, that's always 
her Noſe over me, as if I was not fit to be out of my 
and Apron. If I don't make as good a Rout in the Town 


as ſhe, „ = Ras em all to | 


toaſt her, that's poſitive ! 
Enter Lord 
Ld. Gee. [4fide.] Here the is, faith, n now, if 


I can but flatter her into my Party, my Buſineſs is half over, 


——  — So! my little Venus 


Miſs Nor Bleſs me This is lacky—— I vow, my | 


Lord, you frightned me. 


Ld. Ce:. Well, and what makes your pretty Ladyſhip | 


here, now none of the Family Cre? 


"Ai Ke. 0! xo Lab we mn home preſently ! but | 
pray how came your Lordſhip here then ? | 
Ld. Geo. Why, my Life, I charc'd to be driving by, and 

perhaps ſaw you go in [Takes her by the Hand. | 
Afits Nor. Well, and what then ? WM 


Ld. Geo. Why then, upon inquiry, | found you were havw 


5 in't, no- 
body will be out on't——And then to have the full Plea- | 


alone, and that made me come in———My dear Miſs ! how 
charming you look to-day ? | 


- 


Mi 
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Miſs Not. P'ſhaw ! 
Id. Geo. What's the Matter, my Soul ? | 
Miſs Net. Toe me I look charming, and then call one 


Miſs Nor. No, dear Lord , never call me Miſs again, 
you don't call Mrs. Congueft ſo; and tho" ſhe's „ and 
a than I, I'm ſure I'm as much 
a Woman in my Heart, as ſhe ; nay, and in my Paſſions 
too: For I cou'd kill any Woman that wou'd rob me of a 
— and die for the dear Man that wou'd not be won 

me. 

Ld. Geo. O the pretty Tenderneſs ! But, my Dear, take 


q heed how you look upon me, for I am fam'd for Aﬀſarance 


d, i'gad my Hope ſets no Bounds to 
to 


Virtue. 
Miſs Nor. 1 fancy now you're as gentle as the reſt of 
your Brother Beaux, whole greateſt Aſſurance is only in 


of more than you have. 
Ld. Geo. Nay, if you doubt my Virtues, Child, I'll give 
you a. Taſte of em, my Dear. UL ber. 


Mik Nor. Hold ! hold! © lad! The Duce take you for 


| Mike Nor. Befides, do you think this 
of your Courage ? 
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Miſs Nor. Fy! fy! you had better give yourſelf tlieſe ' H 
Airs to Mrs. Congueſt. 
Id. Ges. I don't know but I had, Madam, for I ſuppoſe 
you'll tell my Lord #ronglowe of it. | | 
Mils Not. Ah! poor Soul! if Ars. Congueft lik'd you no 
better than I do my Lord Vrunglove, you'd think yourſelf | 
Ld. Geo. If Mrs. Cangueſ lik'd me but half ſo well, as 1 
like you, I'm ſure ſhe'd be a miſerable Creature. 
Miſs Ner. Umh! how can you defign upon me ſo? | 
Ld. Geo. How can you think to impoſe upon me ſo ? 
Miſs Noz. My Lord, I ſhall take it very ill, if you tell 
me of my Lord Wrong love. RE 
Ld. Geo. Then Madam, I ſhan't take it well 
to be told of Mrs. Congueft ? 
Miſs Net. My Lord Hreorplowe ! 
Miſs Not. I'd have you know, my Lord, of all Mankind, 
he's the fartheſt from my Thoughts. 
Id. Geo. AndT'd have you know, Madam, of all Womanr- 
kind, Mrs. Cangueſi's as far. out of mine. 
Miſs Not. Lard ! the Aſſurance of ſome Men! * 
Id. Geo. Look you, Madam, in ſhort, I can prove what 
I.fay ; and I hold ten Pound of Tea to a Pinch of Snuff, you 
won't let me prove it: Come, and I'll take the ſame Bet of | 
you, that you don't prove what you ſaid to me of my Lord: | 
Wronglove. PE 
Mis Nor. Come, it's done 
Ld. Ges. Done! 
Maſs Net. Done, for both! ' 
Ld. Geo. Done! es a 
Miſs Net. Why then, to prove that I am innocent of the | 
leaſt Inclination for him, I own he has teiz'd me theſe two | 
Months; and becauſe I was refolv'd to give him his Anſwer | 
and his Puniſhment at the ſame time, I this very Afternoon 
made him an Appointment ; then went immediately. and told 
my Lady Wrong/ove he was to meet a Miſtreſs at ſuch an 
hour, to my Knowledge, and ſo ſent her in a fury after him 


to catch 'em 
you eſcape yourſelf; all this while! 


r ger 8 woman 


8.8 3. 


88 


together. 
Ld. Geo. But how cou d 
Miſs Not. O] I did not tell her it was I; for as ſoon as 1 
had blown up her Jealouſy, I whipt into a Hackney Coach, 


CR 
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| nl grey Levi deflua her, whe Lf gagtBon ap 


. 2 8 * 


; 


- 


| 


Head to him, and told him, in a pretended Fright, my 
Lady had dogg'd him, and I durſt not flay ; then drove 
away as faſt as I cou'd, and e en left her to make up accounts 
with him. 

Ld. Geo, Why then, my Life, I do pronounce, 
ſlouteſt Wife of em all, with the Spirit of Revenge in her, 


that the 


| could not have better baſtled through this Buſineſs than you 


have. : 

Miſs Net. And to let you ſee, Sir, that I never do deſign 
him any Favour, I give you leave to tell him, that I ſent 
my Lady after him. Which, if he does, I'm ſure my 
Lord Mrong love muſt ſuſpect an Intimacy between us. [ 4fide.] 
Nay, and if you'll but flay a moment, you'll have an Op- 
portunity, for I know he Il be at home preſently. 

Ld. Geo. Then you are but juſt come from him ? 

Miſs Nor. The minute you faw me come in—And now, 


| Sir, if you can but give me half as good a Proof, that your 
Heart is innocent of Mrs. 


Why tis poſlible 
(when you have been about ſeven Years in the ſame mind) 
I may then begin to think whether I ſhall conſider of it 


or no. 
, truly ! But to let you 


Ld, Geo. A notable. 
ſee, Madam, I can't bear the Scandal of a Paſſion I'm not 


, guilty of, as the laſt Proof of my Innocence, if either ſhe 
' doubts of my Indifference, or you of my Inclination, I am 
content to own both, before both your faces. 


Miſs Not. And ſo afterwards deny both, behind both our 
backs. Indeed you muſt think again, that won't do 


Ld. Ges. Come, I'll dv more—T'll pretend to truſt you 


| with my Paſſion for a third Perſon, and give you leave, in 


the tendereſt Touches Art or Woman's Wit can paint it, to 


tell it that third Perſon, while Mrs. Congueft is by. 


Miſs Not. Umh ! This has a face. 3 
Ld. Geo. Nay, with a Maſk upon't too; for while I am 


convincing you, I don't care a button for her ; I impoſe 
„ 


you. 

Miſs Not. Better ſtill— But, when I have a mind to pull 
off the Maſk, you ſhan't refuſe to ſhow your Face; for I don't 
care a Man ſhou'd be aſkam'd of his. Paſſion neither. 

Id. 
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Miſs Nor. I begin to like this irangely — This will dete 
Mrs. Conqueſt to death——But nov the Difficulty is to find 


out this third Perſon —It muſt be one I'm 6 


What think you of my Lady Wronglove ? 
Ld. Geo. Umh! No, I don't care to affront the Wife of | 
my Friend. 


Miſs Net. Ah! Do you think any of the ſober Souls 


about Town are ever angry m their Hearts to hear a Man 


kkes em. 
IId. Gee. That's true; tis e her Reſentment migkt 
let a Man die in his Bed after it But tis not worth one's 


while to quarrel with him, about a Woman I don't like. 
Miſs Not. Nay, I wou'd not run you into any hazard — 
unleſs twere upon my own account—And now I think on't, 
II reſerve that 
Ld. Ges. Come ! I have found one— the 


fon in the World is my Lady Gentle—— You you are | 
her Huſband Sir William's in the 


all in a Houſe together ; 

Country, I have no Acquaintance with him ; and if I loſe 
hers by it, I don't care Sixpence. 

Miſs Net. I like your Choice very well——but I doubt 
ie will require ſome Art to manage ber: for to ſay the | 
Truth, the Woman is moſt : The very 
Word Love out of any Mouth but her Huſband's, will make 
her ſtart, as if a Gun went off. | 


Ld. Geo. Therefore, my Dear, i muſt be done as if you | 
did not do it: You muſt go to her in all the diſorder in the | 


World, as if I had had the Impudence to endeavour to bribe 
you into my aſſiſtance. 

! or I'll go firſt and quarrel! with wy 
Uncle till he makes me cry, and then come in with my 
Eyes fwell'd, and ſobbing, as if I was almoſt — 


the Affront you had offer d me, and then call you a thou- | 


re nd oat ao thing | 


IA Gee. Admirable! —T'gad, the Child's a Bar's 
„ I hear 
a Coach ſtop 


for fade, | 
Quarrel for myſelf. (fe. | 


Miſs Nor. Pſhah ! Ducs take him, it's certainly my Lord! 
how ſhall we do ? 


y =Y =o Y Ses e as v wan 


4 
: 
4 
0 


— 092 th we 


ry © 


* 


5 
7 
0 


E are you my Rival? 


R & & 7 8.4 $68 * UU K 


the WIr E' RESENTMENT. 43 


Ld. Geo. Why, if you'll give me leave, my Life, I'll call 
at your Houſe in an Hour, and there we'll ſettle every Point 
to a tittle. | 

Mifs Not. With all my Heart, I won't ſtay for my Lady 
I'll go home now : But here comes my Lord, you ſhall ſee 


firſt how I'll uſe him. 


Ld. Ges. Don't trouble yourſelf, my Life, it will only 
give him a Jealouſy, and do us no ſervice. | 7 

Miſs Nor. Indeed! methinks if I am not afraid of his 
Jealouſy, you need not. 5 

Ld. Geo. My Soul! I ak ten thouſand Pardons for my 
Stupidity. | | 


Enter Lord Wronglove, and flops Miſs Notable, aubo ſeems 
to talk gravely with bim. 
Ld. Geo. T'gad, I can hardly believe my Senſes ; if this 
Girl's Character were in a Play, People that had not ſeen 
1 ſwear the Notableneſs of her Head were above 
ature. 
Ld. Wrong. [To Mi/s Notable.] Did my Lord George tell 
you I told him that you were to meet me ? 
Miſs Not. That's no matter, it's ſufficient I know you 
told him: But I thought at. leaſt you had ſeen er of 
the World to know, that a Confidant was the ſafeſt Diſgui 


for a Rival. 


28 I am ſorry your Ladyſhip has ſuch an Opini- 
Miſs Nor. Indeed, Sir, I ſhall not reproach you, I have 
fatisfied myſelf in ſerving you, as you deſerve for i. 
There's one can tell you how too, and ſo your Servant — 
My Lord, you'll remember. [To Lord George.] [Exit Miſs. 
Id. Frong. Ha! ha! ha! Why how now, Friend! What 


Ld. Geo. Ha! ha! ha! Why, faith I am very near being 
one of em; for I believe the Child will think ſhe has hard 
luck, if the whole Town is not ſo in a Fortnight. | 

Ld. Geo. But prithee how came ſhe to know I ever made 
you a confidant of my Affair with her? I am afraid you 
have been thoughtleſs. 8 

Ld. Geo. No, by all that's honeſt——But ſhe has told me 
more than you cou'd tell me. 
Id. Wrong. What? 


Id. 
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Ld. Geo. That ſhe herſelf told my Lady Wronglove of | 


your Appointment with her this — and (as I ſup- 
poſe you have fince found) ſent her in a Hackney-Coach 


you. 

Id. Wrong. The Devil! ; 

Ld. Gre, Nay, twas a home puſh, faith! 

Ld. Wrong. Home! quotha ! i'gad it's time for me to knock 
off, I ſhall never come up with her: But what cou'd ſhe | 
propoſe by telling you of it ? 

IL. Ges. Why, a freſh Lover, I ſuppoſe She found þ 
me a little tardy here in addreſling her, and imagining my 
ſmall Virtue might proceed from a regard to you; to con- 
vince me of her Indifference to you, ſhe very fairly told me 


how ſhe had ſerv'd you, to open an eaſier Paſſage in my 1 


Conſcience for my Paſſion to her. 


Ld. Vrong. Sir, gr you 3 Joy. | 
Ld. Geo. And faith, Sir, I expect it, though not as you ; 
. # axon Apo 


ra in helping me to an- 


I Riddles ! 
Ld. Geo. To be ſhert ; I think I have bit the Babe; for 
in return, to convince her of my Indifference to Mrs. Con- 
_ queſ?, I have umpos'd upon her to diſcover my real Paſſion 
to Lady Gentle, Mrs. Congueſf's * And this, 
Sir, with your leave, is, upon Honour, — 
to make of her 

Ld. Wrong. Faith ! wis a glorious one—All Marchiaud 
was Boys-play on CS I if you have a fancy 
to the fall remainder of ker Con | y be 
Id. Ges. Dear Sir! not ſo much as the ſqueeze of her 
Little Finger: But I thought I might make bold with her 
Virtue, and not rob your Goz of a Morſel. 
Id. roy. Not a ſtep 


by way of edge Ale, I can make a ſhift to come up to; 

but to ſcamper, neck or nothing, ow amd edtiobe leis 

of a Hind, e 

requires a little more Mettle than I am maſter of. | 
Ld. Geo. Come, come! you are 


Sportiman enough to 
know, that as Pride firſt hambles a Coquet into the looſeſt En- 


| 


couragements 


a * 


„faith! ſtall e en turn 
about my Nag and go home: a little humble Hare-hunting, 
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to gain a Man, ſo the ſame Rride very often 

piques her into the granting the laſt Favour, rather than 
loſe him. 

Ld. Vong. I am ſorry I have made thus rout about it, Sir, 
I expect to have my Wife ſhock me too. 

Ld. Gee. O] pray, how did you come off ? Did my Lady 
Wr 

Ld. H'rong. I am not ſure, faith; bat whether ſhe did or 
not, ſhe ſhan't convince me ſhe did. | 

Ld. Geo. Where did you leave her 

Ld. Wrong. Why, as ſoon as the Child told me from her 
Coach, that my Wife was in another behind me, I advis'd 
her to go off; then whipt up my wooden Glaſſes, and ſtood 
croſs the Road, to prevent the Nymph's being follow'd : 


| whe foam en ets. I order'd the Fellow to drive to 


Town as faſt as Black and Bay cou'd lay Legs to the Ground, 
and having the Fortune of better Horſes, I jnſt got Time 
enough to ftop, and give a Fellow a Guinea to cut the Braces 
of the Coach that came after me ; which, while I drove 
on, I ſaw him do; ſo e en came away, and left her 
Ladyſhip fairly overſet in the middle of a ſwinging Shower, 
at Hyde-Park-Corner. | 

Ld. Geo. How will ſhe get home ? 

Id. Wrong. Umh ! She will have Wit enough in her Paſ- 


Lov, I preſume, to ſend for another Coach; or, if not, it 


will be a very pretty cool Walk over the Park for her. 

Ld. Geo. What an unfortunate Creature is a jealous Wife! 

FL [Bruſh aper, Lord Wronglove, and Exit. 

Ld. Wrong. My Wife's come heme : Now, if you have a 
Curioſity, you ſhall ſce how I'll manage her. 

Ld. Geo. Pray, Sir, don't let me be witneſs of your con- 
jagal Douceurs ; but, if you pleaſe, 1'll ſtep into the next 
Room a little, for I have two or three Words to write: 1 
muſt appoint the Count to meet me at my . 


ter the Play. 


Ld. Vreng. Do fo then Take this Key, you'll find 
Paper i in the Bureau. = 


Ld. Geo. Quick, quick, I hear her Bon Yoyage. 
[Exit Lord as. 
Euter Lady Wronglove, as Ven the Street, in 4 Hood and 
Scar, nnd bor Petticeat ; ;inud up. 
La. Wrong. So, Sir, you are come home, I ſee. 1 
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Ld. Wrong. Yes, Madam, and you have been abroad, 1 


ſee; will you never give over making yourſelf ridiculous to 


the very Servants? Was this a Dreſs to go out in, or a Con- 
Quality to walk home in? 


dition for a Woman of your 
Death ! What muſt 


People take you for ?!——For ſhame ! 


Lua. Hong. My Lord, when a Huſband grows monſtrous, | 


a Wife may well become ridiculous. 

Ld. Wrong. Look you, Madam, while your Jealouſy keeps 
within Bounds, I ſhall take little notice of it: But when its 
idle Extravagances break in upon my Reputation, I ſhall 
reſent it as I ought. You 
you pleaſe; but I won't have the World think fo, till I 


from another, to tell you, I ſuppoſe, that I was juſt behind 
you. You may wrong me, but you can never blind me. 
[in a ſcornful Smile. 


Ld. #rong. Look you, Madam, that Manner in ſpeak- | 


ceme your Face. | | 
La. Wrong. (Taking him up Hort.] Some People think | 
it does now: All Men are not of your Opinion, my Lord, 


- Id. Vrorg. I won't ſuppoſe, Madam, you'll ſaffer any 


Man to like you more than he ought to do. 
Lu. rung. O Sir! don't ** 


may think me an ill Huſtand, if 


9828 


, 


| 


le 
it, 
ny 
he 
ou 
nd 
le. 
. 
e- 
nk 
d, 
ve 
H- 
ny 
ny 
e- 


— 


the Wir z's RESENTMENT. 47 


" Waezith, I proteſt. 
O there's nothing like a modiſh Huſband to 
Virtue of a Wife into all the pretty Liber- 


ompany, or let me die. 

— I knew the Day, when my Lady Honey-Moon 
nn at the alarm of a bare 
civil thing from any Man but her Huſfand; but from the 
well-bred Example of his Conſcience, ſhe has now moſt un- 

got the better of her own, and ſtands buff at the 
Head of the Mode, without the leaſt Tincture of Virtue to 

Tar. w Dear—this is ſomething ; if 

Ld. Wrong. Why now, my is 1 
you'd but always treat me with this Good- Humour, you and 
I ſhou'd never diſpute as long as we live. 

La. Nrorg. Monſter! 

Ld. Wrong. For you know I have often told you, that if 


ever I ſhou'd be weak enough to wrong you, a gentle Com- 


Plaint and good Words wou'd work me to any thing; when 
the Pride of an inſolent wou'd be but 
Fuel to my Folly, and it flame the higher : But 
now I ſce that you are convinc'd that your Suſpicions 
were groundleſs, and that you are ſenſible, if they had 
not that, Defiance is utterly the wrong Way to reform 
me: You ſhall find that all this Tenderneſs and Temper 
that you now treat me with, ſhall not be thrown away 
upon me. 

La. W-:ng. Inſolent Provoking Devil! 

Ld. H fong. T am glad we are Friends with all my Heart; 
.T am, upon my Soul, my Dear. 

La. "erg. "Villain! | 

Td. 'i"ronp. immense 
thing, and ſuce we are now come to a right Underſtand- 
ing, I'l «il you, if ever you and I ſhould hoppen to 


diſagrer, 
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_ diſagree, I beg of you, for your own fake, never give me 
any hard Language; n 
in one of my brutal Fits, I may let you cry yourſelſ half 
blind for it, before 1 forgive you. | | 
La. Wrong. Forgive me! I have a Soul as much above 
che Fear of you as are your Injuries below my ſcorn ——1I | 


lau 

EA Hag. Ay but, my Life, I wou'd not have mu | 
truſt me; for if ever you ſhou'd accuſe me wrongfully, 1 
— TO 12 
in pure Spite, I believe —1 believe 
1 a Whore. 

32 My Lord, this Affectation won't redreſs my 
however you deceive yourſelf, in your unque- 
— you'll find there is a Force of 
Juſtice yet above your Strength, a Curb of Law to check 
abandon d Principles; nor am I yet ſo poor in Intereſt or 
Friends, jealous of my Wrongs, as of their own, but 1 
may find a Time and Place to make your proud Heart 
humble for this Uſage. 

Ld. Wrong. Death! and Hell! dare to inſult me with 
3232 Thought, theſe Walls ſhall mark your Bounds 
of Liberty : This diſmal Houſe becomes your Priſon, de- | 
barr'd of Light, of Converſe, or Relief, you live immur'd 
for Life: And, let me ſee that Big-mouth'd Friend, or In- 
tereſt then, that can unlock a Huſhand's Power to keep 
you——When my Wife talks warmly to me, ſhe ſhall aſk 


my leave firſt. 
Such leave as you took to 


La. Wrong. Never 
"Jon mas Cacke for's I take to tell you of it. | 
Ld. Hog. We are not upon an equal Foot: I won't 
have you ſo familiar in your Accuſations. Be warn'd, and | 
ſtir me not to uſe my Power: You may ſooner make me 
an ill Huſband than a tame one. | 
La. Wrong. So may you me a Wife, my Lord: And 
What is't binds me more to bear an Injury, than you? I | 
have {zen you laugh at Paſſive Obedience between a Prince 
and People, and in the Senſe of Nature, I can't fee why tis 
not as ridiculous from a Wife to an injurious Huſband. 
Ld. '7rong. Their Hazard is at leaft unequal : A People | 
may be freed by itruggling ; but when a fetter d Wife pre- 
ſumes, th' inſulted Huſband's ſure to „ 


py > 
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La. F'rong. Her Mind, at leaſt, is more at liberty; the 
Eaſe of giving Shame for Pain, ſtands yet in ſome degree of 
Pleaſure : The Wretch that's baſely kill'd, falls better ſatiſ- 
fied to ſee his Murtherer bleed. 

Ld. Wrong. Nay, now I crave your mercy, Madam, I 
find I miſtook your Grievance all this while—t ſeems 
lit. 20 — — is what 
-and when you are wrong'd, to lock 


= when you pleaſe, in the Name of Thunder go on, 
ſpare no Invectives, but open the Spout of your Eloquence, 
and ſee with what a calm connubial Reſignation, I will both 
hear and bow me to the Chaftiſement. 

La. Ii rung. Poor helpleſs Affectation! This Shew of 
Temper is as much diſſembled as your Innocence- 
I know, in ſpite of all your hardned Thoughts, to hear your 
Guilt confronted thus, muſt gall your Soul: Patients don't 
uſe to ſmile while their freſh Wounds are prob'd, nor Cri- 
minals to laugh under the ſmart of Juſtice. 


Ld. Wrong. My Lik, you begin cxwancly well, and 
with abundance of Fire, only give me leave to obſerve one 


thing to you, that as you draw towards an End, don't for- 
get the principal Thing you were going to ſay. 


La. Wrong. How poor ! How low ! how wretched is a 
guily Mind, that ſtands without a Bluſh the Shock of Ac- 


Ld. Vrong. Hold, Madam, don't miſtake me neither; 
for I allow you to accuſe me of nothing, but of what we 
fine Gentlemen think is next to nothing a little 
Whoredom. 

La. Wrong. Audacious! Horrid Wretch ! and dare you 
own the Fact. 

Ld. Wrong. Own it! No, no, if I were guilty I wou'd 
act ds that, but I give you leave to ſuppoſe me ſo, be- 


| e I fancy it wou d eaſe your Heart 
to reproach 


me ; tho' methinks - — it's very hard 


Demonſtration ! Ay, Demonſtration : For 
Mp. pay who cou lee know it than my- 
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Gift and have ant I cad you with ay an Maud Ys 26 
ſuch thing? Pray what Demonſtration can be 
La. Wrong. (ded you-gee enldrid 66 ind its he hut; 
ut ſince I know your Guilt, I owe myſelf the Juſtice to re- 
it. When the weak Wife tranſgrefles, the Huſband's 
leave to boil ; B 
no meaſure of amends; 


d eee, bei . 

is an equal Injury, and equal too, you'll find the 

ife's Reſentment: Henceforth be ſure you're private in 
Shame; for if I trace you to another Proof, expect as 

Mercy for the Wretch you doat on, as you yourſelf 

wou'd ſhew to the felonious Lover. 

My Wrongs through her ſpall ſhoot you to the Soul, 

You ſhall not find I am an inju d Fool. Exit. 
Ld. Wrong. Well ſaid I-gad, if ſhe cou'd but love with 

half the Fire ſhe can hate, I wou'd not deſire to paſs my 

Time in better Company- Not but between me, 


and myſelf, our dear Conſorts have ſomething a hard time | 


on't : We are a little apt to take more Liberty than we give 
But People in Power don't care to part with it, whe- 
cher & be lawkid or =o ; to bear her Inſolence is 
intolerable——What ſhall I do with her——1 
way of making an honourable Peace, better than Sword in 
in Hand———Ev'n let her Pride ſwell till it burſts, and 
— tis poſſible ſhe may come to Reaſon. 
Enter a Serwant. 
Serv. Here's Sir Fricndly Moral, my Lord, . 
Ld. Wrong. Defire him to walk in -I hold fifty Pound 
the old Gentleman comes to ſchool me about his young | 
Kinſwoman; if he does, I know he'll do it handſomely : 
For give him his Cue, with all his ſeverity ef Principles, | 
he is as good-humour'd, and as well-bred, as if he had no | 
Principles at all. 
Enter a Servant with Sir Friendly. 
Sir Fr. My Lord, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Ld. Wrong. Sir Fricadly! this is kind indeed! Chairs 
there Well! how goes the Gout, Sir? 
Sir Fr. In troth very untov-ardly ; for I can hardly walk 
with it Will your Lordihip give me leave? 
Id. Wag. ** 
ner 


er 


BSA aa % Woe 


are wiſer and nick- name one another's Infirmities ——— 
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Enter Lord George from the inner Room. 

IL. Gee. Nuncle, I am glad to ſee you. 

Sir Fr. Hah ! Monſieur Brilliant, and in a ſober Viſit 
after Sunt-ſet ! 

Id. Geo. O dear Sir, I'm grown a Fellow of the moſt 

retir'd Converſation in the World. 

Sir Fr. Your Reformation is not of a very long Date, 
I'm afraid; for if I don't miſtake, I ſaw you but Yeſterday 
2 4 — — . upon your Head, at 
the Window in v opeleſs 7 

Ld. Geo. How ! how Nuncle! . of Title, and a 
foreign Count, hopeleſs Company ! 

Sir Fr. Moſt deplorable! Your Count's a Counter, and 
only paſſes for what he is in his own Country ; your Men of 
Title indeed are no Counterfc:'s, every r 
Worth, Sir Bubble Sguand 'r, a ind my Lord Lawlcſs : 
the Sparks I obſerv'd you with, were Done-firft the . 
and I ouchim the Gameſter; as infamous a' Fellow, as ever 


broke the Head of a Box- 


keeper. 
Id. Gro. Pſhah ! People that play keep all Company: 
But to let you ſee I had my Account init, I had a mind 


to bite Sir Bubble in a . and ſo took theſe two 


Fellows with me, to let him into the Secret. 
Sir Fr. A fine Inſtance of our modiſh Morals indeed ! 


To make one's Conſcience a Bawd, to the diſhonour of 


biting a Wretch of perhaps an hundred Pound ! What 
a Shame it is the World ſhould not call it by its true 
GGG 
it! | 
Ld. Geo. O, Sir, the name I grant you wou'd | 3 
alter the Caſe ; but People of Rank, and Power, Nuncle, 


Therefore tis your little Cheat, you ſee, that's ſent to Neww- 
gate; your great one only turn'd out of his Place. 

Sir Fr. Nay, tis a comfortable World indeed, for Knaves, 
Fools, Fops, Cowarde, and Sharpers. 

Ld. Gee. 4. Right! their Quality and Quantity keeps em 
in countenance. 

Sir Fr. So that a Man may be any one, or all of em, 
and yet appear no Monſter in moſt of the publick Places 


C2 on Id. 


ubout Town. 
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Ld. Vrong. But with ſubmiſſion, Sir Fricndly, if I meet 
with a Man of Figure, that talks agreeably over a Glaſs ; 
_— .the Name of Good-nature have I to do with his 
Morals ? 

Sir Fr. 'Tis in my Opinion, as diſhoneſt in a Man of 


os, » The of Haote cum Be Somme of = VR. 
Iain, as a Debt to his own Dignity. How poor a 

muſt it ſhew in our People of Fortune, to let Fellows, who 
deſerve every other Day of their Lives, die at laſt 
of fitting up in the beſt Company? But my Lord I ronglowe, 
I am afraid I have a Pardon to aſk ; the laſt Time we three 
were together, did not the old Fellow a little overſhoot him- 
ſelf? I thought, when I parted, I had been freer in my Ad- 
vice than became me ? 

Ld. Wrong. So far from it, that your very Manner of 
makes your moſt ſevere Reproofs an 
Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concern'd for what 1 had faid 
to your Lordſhip: As for this Spark, I no more mind 
dbOnbe, tas 1 belive be dow ay hg I 06 tp 
to him: And yet the Knave has ſomething of good Hu- 
mour in him, that makes me I can't help ſometimes throw- 
mg away my Words upon him. But give me your Hand; 
in Toth, when I was at your Years 1 had my Follies 
too. 

Ld. Geo. Ay ! Now you come to us, Nuncle, and I hope 
you'll have Good-nature enough, not to expect your Friends 
to be wiſer than you were. 

Sir Fr. Perhaps I don't expect it, but in troth, if they 
Nhou'd be wiſer for my Soul I can't ſee any harm 

*twou'd do em: And tho' rr 
ſee Spirit in a young Fellow, yet a little Prudence won't 
poiſon him. And if a Man that ſets out into Life, ſhou'd 
carry a little general Eſteem with him, as part of his Equi- 
rage, he'd make never the worſe Figure at the End of his 
Journey. 

Ld. Geo. We young Follows that ride Poſt never mind 
what Figures we make, * 

Ny 
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Sir Fr. Come! come! let's not contend for Victory, 
but Truth Il love you both and wou'd have 
all that know you do ſo too —— Don't think becauſe 
you paſs for Men of Wit, and modiſh Honour, that that's 
all you owe to your Condition: Fortune has given you 
Titles to ſet your Actions in a fairer Light, and Nature 
Underſtanding to make em not only juſt, but generous. 
Troth ! It grieves me to think you can abuſe ſuch Hzppi- 
neſs, and have no more Ambition, or regard to real Ho- 
nour, than the wretched fine Gentlemen in moſt of our mo- 
dern Comedies Will you forgive me Upon my 
Faith, I don't ſpeak thus of you to other People, nor wou'd 
I now ſpeak fo to you, but to prevent other Peoples ſpeak - 
ing thus of you to me. | DE 

Ld. Gre. Nuncle, depend upon't I'm always pleas'd to 
hear you. | 
Id. Vong. I take it kindly. 

Sir Fr. Ihen firſt to you, Lord Gerge What can you 
think the honeſt Part of the World will ſay of you, when 
you have ſeduc'd the innocent Inclinations of one of the 
beſt Wives, from perhaps one of the beſt Huſbands in the 
W orld. To be plain, I mean my Lady Gentle 
You ſee, my Lord, with all your Diſcretion, your Defgn's 


IA. Gee. Upon my Liſe, Naade, if I were half the N. 
low you think me, I ſhou'd be aſham'd to look People in the 


Sir F-. Fie, fe ! how uſeleſs is the Force of Underſtand- 
my, only Age can give us Virtue ? 

Wrong. Come, Sir, you ſee he's incorrigible, you'll 

have better Succeſs with me, I hope; for, to tell you the 
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ppetite. 
1d. Wrong. Sir Friendly, I am almoſt aſham'd to anſwer 


1 


Your Reproach indeed has touch'd me; I 
mean Attempts 

becauſe 
2 
Witneſs, 
reſolved 
Sir F. 
Wrong 
tion to 
doubly 


any 

five Weeks older the will be totally unqualify d for an Ape- 
, you may as poſitively depend upon, as that ſhe is of 
——_—— - 1 
Sir Fr. I am pretty well acquainted with the Ripeneſs of 
ber Inclinations, and have provided for em; unleſs ſome 
ſuch Spark as you (now my Lord has laid em down) whips | 
ap the Cudgels in the mean time. | 
Ld. Geo. Not I, upon Honour, depend upon't ; her Per- 
Jon's quite out of my Gouſt, nor have I any more Con- 


ing of Poland, or who is the true Original of for 
King and, or Original of Strops 


Ld. Vrong. Sir Fricudiy, I own I have been nod 
in other Places to the Follies you have charg'd me with; 
yet I am ſo far inclin'd to part with them, that were it 
poſſible I could be, my own way, and properly, reconcil'd 
Thought of Happineſs be- 


to my Wife, I wou'd not wiſh a 
% | 
Sir Fr, My Lord, I know her Temper, nears. 


cern about it than I have to know who will be the next | 


* e 


23 


8 Id. Wrong. Who's there? 
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Ld. Wrong. O ! human Patience can't beer it. 

Sir Fr. I warrant you! a wiſe Man will bear a greater 
Weakneſs from a Woman : And, fince I find your Good- 
nature is not wholly diſoblig'd, I could wiſh, for both your 
Sakes, I had your | ordſhip's ſecret leave to talk with her: 

Ld. Wrong " Umb! Cou'd not it as well be done without 
my Leave, Sir Friendly? I ſhou'd not care to have her think 
I made Advances 


Sir Fr. o am a Friend to both, and will betray 
neither of you. 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there's a Gentleman come out of the City, and 
ſtays at your Houſe to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Fr. I'll wait on him. My Lord, will you ex- 
cuſe me? 

1d. Wrong. I cord rather with your Bulinch wor'd, 
Sir Friendly. 

Sir Fr. Upon my Word, my Lord, tis urgent; this 
Man brings me Money: I am diſcharging myſelf of my 
Guardianſhip to Mrs. Congucſt, and my Buimeſs is now to 
pay her in the laſt Sum of her Fortune. 

Ld. 7 hm 
happen to ſet a Price his 
Sir Fr. Come, come; the — value, my Lord, 
are not worth \ An haves Bute frm — 
humour of that Girl is worth all the Calden Favours of your 
whole Seraglio Will four Thouſand Pound do any 
good, my Lord ? 
„ Sir Friendly, Marriage is very ho- 


nourable and wiſe, and—and—it—it—it's—it's an extreme 


fine thing, no doubt, but I am one of thoſe frank-hearted 

Fellows that had rather ſee my Friends happy that way 

—My Lord, yo your Servant If you 

are going home, Nuncle, I'll carry for I have Buſi- 
neſs at your Houſe too. 5 

Light out!» —Lord 


George, is your new Chariot at the Door ? 


Ld. Geo. Ves; and poſitively the prettieſt that ever roll'd 
in the Rear of fix Horſes. , 


Id. Vrong. I have a mind to look at it. [Exeunt. 
The End of the Third A8. : 
a C4 ACT 
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oO Sn 
SCENE Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Wronglove and Mrs. Hartſhorn. 


La. Wrong. AS Sir Friendly within ? 
Mrs. Har/. "Yo, Madam, he gives 
his humble Service, and ſays, he will certainly be at 


Mis. Hart He did not fay any thing of it to me, : 


band, I thi 
La. Err The Careful; the Careleſs Huſband, you 
mean ſure —tho* I never ſaw it. RY 
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Mrs. Hary/. Yes, yes, Madame — it's that Play, 
that my Lady Wear-breeches hates ſo, that I ſaw once, 
Molum-——ahwe Gude Loky dr comm in, md and 
her Huſband faſt aſleep with her own Woman, and then 


grows 
and ſo ſenſible of her Virtues, that he afterwards proves 
the civileſt Gentleman, and the be Huſband in the World 
to her. 
La. Meng. Foh! were I an Huſband, a Wife with 
ſuch a tame wou'd make me ſcorn her, or, 
ar bel, but fleep at her groveling Virtue———Is my Lord 
within ? 
Mrs. Hart/. Yes, Madam, he's reading in his Cloſet. 
La. Vrong. Any thing, the dulleſt Solitude more 


= _ my Company Hoh ! [Sighing. 
irs. Harty. [ 4/id:.) Ah poor Lady! it makes me weep 
to fe her grieve at Heart ſo. 


La. Wrong. Go to my Lord, and ſay I deſire to ſpeak 
with him. Fg Mrs. Hartſhorn.) O! for a Draught of 
cold Indifference to chill this lukewarm Love, that wou'd 
rebel againſt my Peace, that I may leave without a Pang 
this hardned Wretch, Nod ws che rails Bilew of bb wk 
Deſire give him up for ever He comes, keep down 
my {ſwelling Heart, and let tame Patience ſpeak my Wrongs 
for once ; for Wrongs like mine need not the Force, or 
Fire of Paſlion to preſent them. | 

| Euter Lord Wr | 
Ld. Vrong. I am told, Madam, you deſire to ſpeak with 
me! 


C5 | La.. 
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La. Wrong. Yes, my Lord; and which perhaps you'll not 
diſlike, to talk with you in Temper too, if you're in Tem- 
per to receive it. 

Ld. Wrong. While you're in Temper, Madam, I ſhall 
always think I owe you the reſpe& of keeping mine ; and 
when you are not, I ſhall keep it in reſpe& to myſelf. 
| La. Wrong. My Lord, I never had occaſion to queſtion 
_"— what you ought to do; But you are not 


you'll fay, to make ycur Inclination a Slave to 


5 And therefore tis poſſible you won't 
to convince me, that a Wife's oblig'd to 
bear al Faults in a Huſband, that are not in her Power 


wy L Ei Proceed. 


La. Wrong. Now 1 muſt tell you, my Lord, when any 
injures me, becauſe *tis in their Power, I ſhall certainly 
hate em for t, becauſe that's in my power. 

Ld. Zeng. I am ſorry you think it worth your while to 
make uſe of ſo table a Power. 
| La. #rorg. I am ſorry I have Occaſion for it. 

Ld. Vrong. Um That's half a Queſtion but 


La. Wrong. And therefore ſince I find the more I en- 


another, I ſee no way in Nature to make us mutually juſt, 
but by cancelling our Obligations. If we agree to part, 


th' uncaly Bond of Wife or Huſband no longer lies in force 


againſt us And fince I am contented to remit the 


Breaches you have made of the Conditions on your part, I 


ſuppoſe you won't think it inconſiflent with your Reputa- 


tion, to allow me part of the Fortune I brought you, as a 


ſeparate Maintenance. 


Ld. Frong. When you and I part, Madam, you ſhall 


> mm} nab bara behind you : But ſhou'd I now 


« tan 


Eh 
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La. J/rong. Your Reputation! No, my Lord, that's 
your Buſineſs to ſecure, I've taken care to let my Actions 
juſtify my own ; if you have been remiſs, the Fault's not 
mine to anſwer I'm glad at leaſt to ſee you own where 
*tis your Weakneſs lies. | 

Ld. Vrong. To bear ſuch Inſults from a Wife is not per- 
haps my leaſt Weakneſs —— Nay, I've another too, which 
I might own with equal Bluſhing : A tame forgiving Pity of 
your unfortunate Temper, that pauſes yet to take the Ad- 
vantage of your Diſtraction to undo you. | 

La. MVrong. Horrid ! Inſolent Aſſertion, to do me Injury; 


and call my innocent Endeavours at Redreſs, Diſtraction. 


Ld. Vrong. Innocent! Away! You take the Rudeſt, 
Fierceſt, Falſeſt Means for Reparation, if you had a 
Wrong. 

La. IFrong. If I had! Inſupportable ! To be out-fac'd 
that my own Eyes deceive me 
Id. Wrong. Death and Confuſion ! Suppoſe your Wrongs 
were true - think what they are ſpeak em 
with a modeſt Tongue, and bluſh at all this Redneſs of 
Reſentment. | 
La. Wrong. Nay now, my Lord, we are paſt all Argu- 
ment. | 

Ld. Vrong. "Tis fit we ſhould be ſo—the Subject ought 
to be below your Thoughts don't miſuſe your Pride, 
till T am taught to think you've none. Death ! I've known 
the Spirit of a Strumpet in the Misfortunes of her lighted 
Love ſhew more than you; who tho? her Heart was bleed- 
ing with the inward Pain, yet to her Lover's Face took 
Pride and Eaſe to ſeem concernleſs at his Falſhood. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, your having a better Opinion of 
ſuch Creatures than your Wife, is no new Thing to ane ; 
bat I muſt tell you, I have not deſerv'd your vile Compa- 
riſon. Nor ſhall I ever buy an Huſband's Inclination, by 
being like the horrid Things you doat on. 


your Pride the vain Relief you aſk for——— Your Tem- 
per is at laſt intolerable, and now tis mutual Eaſe to part 
with you: Yet to let you ſee tis not in the Power of 
all your Follies to provoke me to an Injuſtice ; I will 
not truit your Wiſt:2s with your own Diſcretion ; but if 
you have a Friend, that's not an Enemy to me, whoſe 

CH. | Honuety 


Go The Lapy's LAST STAKE: or, 
„ cnn Bud you row Suid an, bet bike Ho Dimgie 
of the Conditions, of what's proper both of us ſhould yield 
to when we part ; and here's my Hand, my Werd, my Ho- 
nour, I'll fign em on demand. 

La. Wrong. Keep but your Word in this, my Lord, and 
I have henceforth no Injuries to reproach you with. 

Ld. Wrong. If in the leaſt Article I ſhrink from it, con- 
WWW 


838 rr Lord ; if that's 
fault, I never ſhall on cond 


than I am : Sir Fricadly Moral; and I think you can have 


no Objection to his Integrity I appeal to him. 
* Man o' th World I wou'd have choſe 
myſelf; and if you pleaſe, » Madam, I's wait upon you to 
him immediately. 
La. Wrong. No, my Lord, I think it won't be unrea- 
ſonable, if 1 Leak with him alone firſt | 
Wirk all my Heart; in half an Hour then T 


_—_— 
I thought you had been gone, Madam. How 
[Pong haftily by bim. 


8 ks echiſþers Lord Wronglove. 

Serw. Sir Friendly Moral deſires to with your Lord- 
ſtup ! he ſtays in the next Room, begs my Lady may 
not know he's here. 

La. Wrong. [Turning] _= mean ? 
Dut I have dane with Jealooly.. 

Ld. Wrong. When your Lady's gone out, defire him to 
walk in. [Exit Seas.“ In half an Hour, as I told you, 
I'll pofitively be with you. 

La. Wrong. O! my Lord, I ſhan't ſtay to interrupt your 
Privacies. [Exit Lady Wronglove. 

Ld. rung. How unfortunate muſt this Woman's Temper 


be, when e this AfoBtation of Infifierence is the een 


— 


Renee. 
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Proof I ever receiv'd of her Inclination What can 
this come to? By Sir Frienaly's being here, I fancy ſne 
has been diſcloſing her Grievance already; and when ſhe has 


made the very worſt of it, I am miſtaken, if his Temper 
and Underſtand; 


Pride and Prudence of a Wife, to take ſo violent a Notice 


| of it——But here he comes [Enter Sir Friendly Moral.] 


Sir F. moſt humble Servant —— Come, we are 
one, I gck the the Buſineſs —— my Wife has been talking 


with you. 
Sir Friend. No, my Lord; and unleſs you give me your 
Word to be ſecret, I dare not tell you my Buſineſß. 


7527 T find there's no way of being eaſy in my Life; 
parting for ever with my Lord: And I wou'd wil- 
lingly Fey it in ſuch a Manner, as might leaft blame me to the 
World. Your Friendjpip to both our Families will, I am ſure, 
„ -- me in the ſafsft Methed : Therefore I beg 
you'll be at Home ſome Time this Evening, that 1 may ſpeak 
with you : for Life, as it is, is inſupportable. I am Sir, c. 


Wel, Sir F-iendh, then I can tell you half your Trouble's 


over; for we have agreed to part already, and both have 


choſen you the Umpire of the Condit:ons. 


Sir Fr. * my Lord! cou'd Paſſion be ſo far your 
Ld. Wrong. Why faith, Sir Friendly, Patience could en- 

dure it no 1 'T'was her own Propoſal, and ſhe ' 

YT WT PETE WISETO 
or 


Sir Fr. Her Word, fy ! fy! becauſe ſhe'd lame her Re- 


putation to cripple your's, ſliall you revenge her Folly on 
- yourſl 


elf? Come, _ your Underſtanding ought to have - 
more Compaſſion for the Misfortune of a weak Woman's 


Temper. 


Ld. Wrong. Oh ! the's implacable! | | 5 
Sir Fr. That Quality puniſhes itſelf, my Lord! and 
fince the Provocation's yours, it might 1 
don'd. . cones © 5 
Oman 


ng won't convince her, that tis below the - 
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W of ſee the looſe Coguets of her Acquaint- 
4 eee ee in a ſeparate 


Bed from her. 
Id. Wrong. Humph! there's 


Sir Fr. Not if it be true, and honeſt, my Lord. 
Ld. Mrong. Upon my Faith, it was not the leaſt diſtaſte 
of her Perſon, 2 


Fr. How do you mean ? 1 
Wrong. I cou'd never ſleep with her For tho' ſhe 


fir 


; 
15. 


Hours, 
Waiter at the Groom-Porter's in a Morning, ſhe 
to herſelf the tedious Decorum of being 
her Company; ſo that ſhe uſually con- 
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p oy dy tingle, for a quarter of an Hour together, 


i 


moſt put her into a Fever— 
Plain d of, ſhe iaid ſhe muſt either be eaſy i 


oni 
little Matter, my Lord, will part People that don't care for | 


Ld. — But, Sir Fricnd/y, (not to trouble you with a 


long Particular of the Provocations I had from her Temper, 
Ne N ag Au the Fool, is 
ault unpardonable? Is a Wife's Reputation like an 


4s ws &4 iS 


yet when ſhe has ſeen me gape for Bed, 


be three quarters aſleep, before ſhe wou'd 
Honour to diſturb me. Then beſides this, I was 
{s than two Nights in four, but in the very middle | 
comfortable Nap, I was awaken'd with th'alarum 


ſhe wanted a Doctor or a Midwite ; 


Hul- , 
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Huſband's, mean, or infamous, becauſe ſhe overlooks the 
Folly, 
| Sir Fr. No but did you, my Lord, ever give her any 
Signs of a Repentance ? 
Ea Wrong, As far as I thought the Nature of the Crime 
requir dl ve often receiv'd her moderate Reproaches 
with a Smile, and Raillery given her leave to gueſs, in 
hopes her Underſtanding wou'd have mil d again, and par- 
don d it. 
Bir Fr. And what Eſfect had that? 

Ld. Vong. O! none in Nature! For, Sir, her Pride has 
poſſeſs d her with ſo horrid an Idea of the Crime, that my 
making light on't but the more incenſes her: And when 
once her Poſlion takes the liberty of her Tongue to me, I 
neither ſpare Authority, nor Ill- nature to provoke or filence 
her This generally is our Courſe of Converſation ; 
and for aught I ſee, if we ſhoa'd not agree upon parting, 
we are in as fair a way of heartily plaguing one another for 


Sir Fr. My Lord, the Thought's too melancholy to jeſt 


upon. 
Ld. Feng. Why Faith, I have ſo far a Concern for 


her, that cou'd any Means of an Accommodation be found, 
that were not unfit for an Huſband to ſubmit to, I ſhou'd 
not yet refuſe to come into it. 

Sir Fr. Spoken like a Man, my Lord: How far the 
Fault's in you, I partly ſee; and when I have made the 
ſame enquiry into my Lady's Grief, I doubt not then I ſhall 
be better able to adviſe. 

Ld. Frens. You've now an Opportunity ; for ſhe's gone 
this very Minute to my Lady Gentl:”s, to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Fr. Twere beſt to loſe no time then, wy Lord ; Il 
8 L eave——Nay, no Ceremony. 

. No, I'm of my 
Ward. g. going part Wann 


Enter Lady Gentle, reading a Letter, and Mrs. Conqueſt. 
Mrs. Con. I hope Sir #7//;am's well, Madam. 
La. Got. Yes, very well, my Dear, and defires his Baiſe- 

mains to your Lady 
Mrs. Coz. Dew be Be any thing of coming to town? 


La. Gent. No, nothing yet. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Cor. No ! Pray, ee 
Worſhip begins to be a little fonder of Fox- hunting, than 
| cou'd wiſh he were ? 
La. Gent. I am always pleas'd while he's diverted; if you 
eu his Letters to me, you wou'd not think I had any rea. 
— | 
Mrs. Con. Nay, the World owns your Ladyſhip has the 
perfect Secret of making a good Huſband. 
La. Gent. Believe me, Child, the Matter's not ſo difficult 
as People wou'd have it. If you but knew what Trifles, in 
the Compliance of a Woman's Temper, ſooth a Man to 
Fondneſs, you'd admire to what childiſh Obſtinacy ſo many 


Women owe their Uneafineſs. 
Enter Miſs, crying. 
Miſs Not. Oh! oh! 


La. Gene. How now! what's the Matter, my Dear? 
Miſs Net. Oh! oh! Madam! Madam! 

Mrs. Cor. Bleſs me! what ails the Child ? 

Miſs Nor. I have been ſo abus'd ! fo affronted ! 

La. Gent. Abus'd! by whom, my Dear ? 

Miſs Nor. E my Lord George Bril- 


Mrs. Com. My Lord Georg 

Miſs Net. Oh! T can't peak for Paſſion ! 

La. Gent. I'm amaz'd ! what has he done, Child ? 

Miſs Not. The moſt provoking, impudent thing that ever 
was offer'd to a young Creature, . Oh! oh! 

Mrs. Con. 225 This muſt be ſome ſtrange thing, in- 
deed : For if I don't miſtake, her young Ladyſhip thinks 
berſelf old enough for moſt ſorts of Impudence, that a Man 
can offer to her. 
La. Gent. Has he offer d any Love, or Rudeneſs to you? 
Miſs Nor. O worſe! worſe! a thouſand times. = L 
Mrs. Con. Worſe ! what can that be, Child? unleſs 
it be, that he has not made Love to her? [At. 

Miſs Not. O]! Madam! tis not myſelf alone, but your 
Ladyſhip, and Mrs. C:r:9uef? too, that are affronted. 

Mrs. Con. Am I in? But it's no Novelty to me—T have 
ſo far the ei I am us'd to his Iapu- 
dence, and know how to bear it. 


—— 
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La. Gent. I am amaz d! Pray let's hear, Child. 

Miſs Nor. O1 Lcou'd tear his Fleſh, for having ſuch a 
Thovght of me. 

La. Gent. What Thought, my Dear ? 

Miſs Not. O! Madam ! cou'd any thing, but the greateſt 
Villain upon Earth, think to make me a Procureſfs ? 

La. Gent. Child! you ftartle me! 

Miſs Net. Or any Mortal, but from a moſt 
Principle of the moſt provoking Vanity, nouriſh but the 
leaſt Ing hope againſt your Ladyſhip's Virtue ? 

La. Gent. How, Child! 

Miſs Nor. Or any Monſter, but the moſt ungrateful, moſt 
audacious of Mankind propoſe too, that I ſhou'd diſcover 
his odious Inclinations to your Ladyſhip, before the very 
Face of one who innocently loves him : 81 I am paſt Pa- 
tience . I think I do it bravely. [ide] 


[Walks in diſorder. 

La. Gent. I am all Confuſion! 

Mrs. Con. [ 4fede,) If this Girl's Paſſion is not all an Air, 
and his own Contrivance, then will I be bound to endure 
the Succeſs of it. 

La. Gent. His Inclination ! and to me! and yet propos'd, 
that you ſhou'd diſcover it before Mrs. Congueft too: r 
glory in ſuch Inſolence! This ſeems a Contradiction. 

Miſs Nor. Or elſe, ſaid he, twould never be believ'd; for 
having the idle Reputation of liking one, I am oblig'd that 
both ſhould know it, that ſhe I really Love may ſee I'm 


ae w 
s. Cn. This Lye muſt be his own, by the Extremity 
of its Impudence. [Afide. 


La. Gent. But when he us'd my Name, Child, why were 
you not ſhock'd at firſt ? Why 6d not you leave kim ws 
tell his idle Story to the Wind? 

Miſs Nor. O Madam! that was what betray'd me into 
hearing him: For when he firſt began, he nam'd no Names; 
- -—-—»+ - hn: till he had told me all, to clinch the 


La. Gent, But pray, Child, how did he begin it? What 


was his manner of firſt attempting you ? 
Mrs. Cov. Her Ladyſhip grows a little —— me- 
thinks. [Afide. 
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Miſs Not. O! with all the fubtle Soſtneſs that ever hum- 
ble Love infpir'd : T hen of a ſudden, roufing from 


his Fear, he gave himſelf ſuch an animated Air of Conh- | 


dence, threw back his Wig, and cry'd aloud: 


But why foould foe ban 'A, or angry be, 
To be below'd by 7 


Mrs. Con. What do you think of his Modeſty now, 
Madam ? | 
La. Gent. I am amaz'd, indeed. 


Miſs Ner. Then he turn'd to me, prefs'd me by the Hand, 


and, kneeling, begg'd my Friendſhip, and threw into my 
Lap ſuch untold Heaps of Gold, forc'd upon my Finger 


too a ſparkling Diamond, I thought muſt beggar him to | 


purchaſe hut when I heard him cloſe his imprdent 
Story, with oifering me a Letter to give your Ladyſhip, 


hie Mrs. Conqueſt vias by I ſtarted up, and told 


him, Yes, my Lord, I'll do your Errand, but without your 


Letter, in another manner than your infamous Principles 
'dit; my Lady ſhall know your Paſſion, but | 
| know it as I do, os ave, to loath, and ſcorn you for {uch 


have 


a villainous Thought. While 1 v75s ſaying this, I threw 


his Sky Gold upon the Floor, his Letter into the Fire, 


his Diamond out of the Window, and left him to gather em 
up, as he pleas'd, without expecting an Anſwer. 

La. Gent. Sure! tis impoſſible a Man ſhou'd wear a Face, 
that cou'd ſo ſtedfaſtly belye his Heart. 

Miſs Not. So I was reſolv'd to tell your 


Ladyſhip—Be- 
fides, I thought it proper Mrs. Conga z ſhould know his Bru- 


tality to her too. 


Mrs. Con. O! 7 am mightily oblg'd to you, my Dear ; 
but I knew him before. 


Miſs Nt. [4fid-.] Hah ! how affetedly indifferent he 


vam thing is? 
La. Cut. My Dear, I'm at a loſs how far to doubt, or to 
believe this Folly of him—Pray adviſe me. [To Mrs.Conqueſt. 
Mrs. Con. If your Ladyſtup wou'd take my Opinion, I'd 
be entirely eaſy, 14 neither doubt or believe any thing of the 
Matter, till I had it coniirm'd from his own Behaviour. 
Miſs Nor. Aide. ] 1 can't bear this——She ſhan't be ſo 
PI! tell her the whole truth of his addreſſing to 
me; but I'l humble her. * 


7 
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La. Gent. Now, y know, he was to be here with other 
Company at Cards to-night ; but if you'll do me the Favour 
to fit with me, I'll keep my Chamber, fay I'm * 


and ſee no Company at all What think you? 


Mrs. Con. I think it won't be worth that trouble, 

= Enter a Scroant. 

| Ser. Madam, the Company's come. 
La. Gent. Is my Lord George there? 

Sery. Yes, Madam. 

La. Gent, What ſhall we do now ? 

Mrs. Cer. By all means go-and receive him among the 
reſt ; as you us d to do, and tak: no Notice of any thing — 


La. Gent. If you don't, I ſhall certainly betray myſelf ; 
I'll come and fetch you. [Exit Lady Gentle. 
Mrs. Con. As you pleaſe, Madam =! have obſerv'd 
a thoughtful Smile upon this Girl's Face, that makes me 
fancy her Secret is but half out yet——-If I gueſs right, I'll 
e'en pique her little Pride till ſhe tells me, for I know the 


II wait upon your Ladyſhip in two Minutes. 


Chit does not care for me. [ Afeac. 


Miſs Not. Oh! Mrs. Yanity's a little upon the hum-drum 
at laſt, I ſee; I'll make her ſob before I have done with 
her iin er 
this Matter; now, if I were you, I'd take no manner of 
Notice of it, he ſhou'd not have the Pride to think *twas in 


- his Power to give me a Moment's Uneaſineſs. 


Mrs. Con. My Dear, you adviſe me very well; but, upon 


my Word, I am not uneaſy. 


Miſs Nor. Pooh ! That's ſuch a Jeſt! as if you did not 


love my Lord George. 


Mrs. Con. Did he ever tell you I did: 
Miſs Nor. Tell me !——No :— But—one fees that well 


Mrs. Gon. Why then, if I do love him, Child, you may 
depend upon't, it's only from the Aſſurances I have of his 
__ 


Miſs Nor. But fince you ſee (as the World will too, in a 


— Little time) how falſe thoſe Aſſurances are, had not you bet- 


ter ſeem to lcave him, than lie under the ſcandal of his leav 


ing you? : 


Mrs. Cov. No, Child ; I'll fil keep up my Pretenſions, 
if it be only to hinder other vain Creatures from coming into 


68 We Lapy's LasrT STAKE: or , 


wing Airs to him. 


thing fo 


poſſible a Man can be falſe to 
you: Some Women wou d ha been a- top of the Houſe by 


this time, if they had only heard of their Lover's common | 
Civility to anothen——You are ftrangely happy ſure, When 
his owning a Paſſion to your Friend, before your face, can't 


make you uneaſy; Heh! heh! 
Mrs. Con. Methinks, Child, my want of Jealouſy from 
what you've ſaid, gives you a little Uneaſineſs I ſhou'd be 


loth to think his idle way of Raillery had taught you to 


think of Love io ſoon! 


Miſs Nez. So ſoon ! 1 fuppoſe, Madam, if I had the for- 


wardneſs of your Ladyſhip's Inclination, I niight produce 


as good Proots of his Paſſion for me, as you can of his 
Conſtancy to you. | 
Mrs. Con. So! ſhe's ftirr'd—TI muſt havethe reſt on't. | 4/ide. 


His Paflion to thee, Love, that were impoſlible——Have a 
Paſſion for any thing ſo uncapable to conceive it—Why Love's 


à thing you won't be fit to think of theſe two Years. 


Miſs Nor. Not think of it! I'd have you to Know, Ma- | 


dam, there are Men in the World that think me as fit for a 
Lover, as your-Ladyſhip. | 
Mrs. Cn. So! now its coming. | [Aldi. 
Miſs Nor. And however unſit you think me, Madam, I'd 
adviſe you, next time any Man's idle Raillery flatters 


you 
into a Paſſion for him, don't let me know it; I ſay, don't 


let me know it, for fear my Unfitneſs ſhould deceive your 
Vanity, by taking him from you Not think of it 


I ſhall live to ſee you burſt with Envy, Madam— Do yon 


obſerve me? Burſt! burſt Not think of it! 
Mrs. Con. Nay, now I am convinc'd——This Paſſion, I 
dare ſwear, is real—He has certainly ſaid ſome civil thing 


to thee, before he was aware But for what you ſaid of | 


him juſt now, to my Lady Gentle, my pretty One 
— Miſs Not. Pretty One Pray, Madam !-——Tho' I'm 
R . - 

rs. Con. I fay, all your late ſobbing, X 


Window, 


hopes of him: For I know, were I once to own myſelf dif. | 
engag'd, then ev'ry impertinent Coquet in Town would be 


— Las 
Land! Madam, you have a mighty — your Per 
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Window, and all that ſtuff, my Honey, I am now confirm d 
.das all, from firſt to laſt, the pretty Fiction of thy own little 
de | Pride and Jealouſy, only to have the Eaſe of giving me 
| Pain, from his ſuppos'd forſaking me. "= 
] Miſs Nt. Ha! ha! ha! Iam glad to ſee your Vanity 
T- | fo ſwell'd, Madam; but fince 1 find tis your Diſeaſe, I'll 


(that ſees how barbarouſly your Vanity, or mine, has miſ- 
cen idle Raillery for Love) judge who's moſt fit * 


of it. 


Aſſiſtance Well ! there's ſomething in the barefac'd ex- 
deeſs of his Aſſurance that makes me ſmile: I'm loth to ſay 
he's impudent, but he has an undaunted Modeſty, that's 
certain, and for that very one Quality *twill be worth my 
— ew Aa, — 


* % N g 7 


Enter Sir Friendly Moral. 
Sir Fr. So Child, how ſtand Affairs now? any freſh 
Na : 


Mrs. Coz. Only a trifling Confirmation or two, Sir, of 


what we ſuſpected before Therefore what we do 
muſt be done quickly Have you confider'd what 
I propos'd, Sir? 


Sir Fr. In troth "tis a wild Thought, but you have a 
wild Spark to deal with, and for aught I * own 
Snares may be likelieſt to hold him. Only take this ge- 
neral Caution with you, that the Warmth of your Under- 
taking don't carry you into any Action, that the Diſcretion 
| of your Sex can't anſwer. | 
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Mrs. Cor. Fear not, Sir, I know my Man, and know 
"Sir Fr. Then here's your Letter writ, and ſeal'd as his 


Mrs. Con. - -+- 9 7 as "twill be now a fit. 


Occaſion to make uſe of it. 

Sir Fr. I'll leave you then. | 
Mrs. Cox. When I have done with her, Sir, I wou'd 
Sir Fr. I'll you in my Chamber. [ Exit Sir Friend, 


Enter Lady Gentle. | 
La. Cent. O Child, I'm m glad I have found you. | 
Mrs. Con. What's the Matter, Madam ? 
La. Gent. I think I was never more provok'd in my Life, 
Mrs. Con. Any thing from my Lord George ? 


La. Gent. —_ck... 


arrogant 
aukward Follies of a barefac'd 
find he ſecretly preſumes upon RY 
*twill be therefore hes ene bellies 60 hg: 
u, to cruſh his idle Hopes at once: For not 
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Mrs. Con. A fair Chance ! What was it? 
La. Gent. Why he offer'd me indeed at Picquet ſuch odds, 
me; for Count Tailhy, 


faid Count This may come to 

fitively there's no other Way of ſceing a quick End of his 
or my own. 

La. Gent. The of his Offer I confeſs ſur- 

priz'd me; ſo I only told him, I'd conſider on't, and came 


_ wardly a 


Mrs. Cor. Pooh ! I warrant you, truſt to Nature; it's 
nothing, one cannot ſet one's Hair in a Glaſs without 
em If it were not a ſure Card, you can't think I'd 
adviſe you to play it, for my own ſake. . | 

La. Gent. That, indeed, leaves me nothing to ſay 
very Moment I get home the Sum I am out to him, I'll 
throw up my Cards, and fairly tell him, I know when tis 
_Ume to give over. | 

La. Gent. Nay, and becauſe I don't think I owe him the 
Kegard of declaring it myſelf, I'll go down into Suſſex to- 

morrow 


The Lady's LAST SrARKE: er, 
Con, No, Madam, to let your Ladyſhip ſee I think | 
is entirely ſafe under your Diſcretion, as my 

reſoly'd to go out of Town this Moment. 
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y ſhou'd come in twould be ungrateful in 
any Woman alive not to allow, that good Attendance ſome- 
times may do her Virtue conſiderable Service. [ Exit. 
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r . 
De SCENE continues. 
Enter Lord George, and Miſs Notable. 


Miſs Nor. Q O when I found that wou d not take down her 
Vanity, I e'en told her the whole Truth of 
the Matter, that it was not any Lady Gentle, but her hum- 
Ld. Geo. Well ſaid! What did Mrs. Coqueft Tay upon 


Miſs Not. She did not Tay much, but the poor Soul's 
upon't. 
Id. Geo. Out of Town at this time of Night! What dye 


a 


Hold on that Occahon, and ſhe pretends ſhe's gone to meet 
him Now what I -expe& from you is this; ſince 
I ſee nothing but Demonſtration will heartily humble her 
Ladyſhip, you ſhall confeſs all I told her of 


fines here: The Jeſt muſt not go ſo far neither: The 
Child has a ſtrange Vivacity in her Good-nature- 
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Ld. Gee. Do fo, I'll ſtay here till you have done 
Exit Mi Not.] Who fays I am not a prov 
. Lover? For now by that time my of 
Gentle is over, the carly Inclination I have ſown in 
JT. the Sickle——A 


T7277: 


? 
f 


„ or Feen ers gc=r ot 


nr 
4 


Deſire of ſeveral Perſons of Quality——But here 
Lady Gentl————Afurance ſtand faſt, and don't let 
inſolent Awe of a fine Woman's Virtue look thee out 

Enter Lady Gentle. . 
La. Gent. Come, come, my Lord, where do you run? 


the Cards ſtay for you. 
Ladyſhip had reſolv'd 


8, 


Ld. Gee. I did not know your 


to do me the Honour of accepting the Match I propos d 


you. 

La. Gent. O your Servant, grave Sir you have a mind 
to be off on't, I ſuppoſe——but as meer a Country-Gen- 
tlewoman as you think me, you'll find I am enough in 
the Mode not to refuſe a good Offer, whether I deſerve it 
Or no. 


Ld. Geo. Coquet, by all that's lovely. [Afide.] — I muſt = 


confeſs, Madam, I ſhou'd be glad to ſee your Ladyſhip a 
little better reconcil'd to the Diverſions in faſhion. 

La. Gent. And if I have any Skill in Faces, whatever 
ſolemn Airs you give yourſelf, nobody is more a private 
Friend to em than your Lordſhip. 3 
IJ). Geo. I can't difown a ſecret Tenderneſs for every 
'Thing that ought to move the Heart, but Reputation ſhou'd 


be always ſacred: And he that does not take ſome care of 


his own, can never hope to be much truſted with other 
Peoples: For were a Woman of Condition generouſly to 
make that 'Truſt, what Conſequence upon Earth cou'd be 
more terrible to her, than the Folly, or Baſeneſs of her 
Lover's expoling the Secret. | 

La. Gert. Very modiſh Morals, upon my Word ; ſo that 
a prudent Regard to her Reputation is all the Virtue you 
think a Woman has occaſion for ———Fie, fie, III ſwear, 
my Lord, I took you for quite another Man. 


L. 
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| TA. Gee. I never was deceiv'd in your Ladyſhip, for I 
always took you for a Woman of the firſt and quickeſt 


| He has done ſomething to deſerve it; and fo, if you pleaſe, 
| Madam, well e en fit down to Picquet, and make an end of 


Ne. enter Miſs, and winks to Lord 
LA. Gee. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip in a Moment. Exit. 
La. Gent. I don't know, Play is a Diverſion that always 


Sir Fr. I have very little to fay againſt a moderate Uſe 
of it———but we grow ſeri Pray, Madam, is 


Enter Wronglove. | 
4 Well, Madam! What are they doing with- : 


; D 2 La. 
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La. Wrong. There's like to be no Bank, I find, they are 
all broke into Ombre and Picquet. 
| La. Gert. Your Ladyſhip is not for Play then? 
La. Vrung. Not yet, Madam; I have a Word or two 
with Sir Friendly, and I'll endeavour to wait on your La- 


dyſhip. 
Enter a Servant. 3 

Serv. Madam, here's Sir John Congueft juſt come to 
Town, he enquires for your Ladyſhip, or Sir Friendly 


 Conguefi made now? She went but an Hour ago to meet 


Sir Fr. Will your Ladyſhip give me leave to wait on 


him ? 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe to give yourſelf that trouble, Sir 
Fri Pray deſire him to walk in. [Exit Sir Friendly.] 
Is my Lord Wrong/ove come, Madam ? 1 
Lua. #rong. He ſaid he would be here; but you muſt not 
expect him the more ſor that. 

. La. Gent. He does not much ſtand upon Forms, indeed; 
but he's extremely good-humour'd when one has him. | 

La. Wrong. How can People taſte Good-humour, where 
there's no Principle ? : 
Principles be without Good-humour ? 

La. Wrong. And yet the beſt Temper's but a Cheat with - 
out em. 

La. Gent. He muſt be a Man indeed that lives without a 
Fault; but there are ſome, that tis always a Woman's In- 
tereſt to over-lock in a Huſband : Our Frowns may govern 
Lovers, but Huſbands muſt be fmil'd on. 

La. IFreng. I ſhou'd deipiſe the Man that muſt be flat- 
ter d to be juſt. 

La. Gert. Alas! the Price is very little, and let me tell 
you, Madam, the Man that's juſt, is not to be deſpis d. 

La. Wrong. He that lives in a profels'd 

Obligations, can never be belov d tis better to releaſe 


La. Gent. sir Jobn! What a Miſtake has poor Mrs: | 
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Enter Sir Friendly, <with Mrs. Congueſt, is Man's Habit. 


Sir F/. This, Sir, is my Lady Gentle. [They ſalutc. 
La. Gent. You are welcome into England, Sir. 


Enter Lord George, who ſeeing Mr. Conqueſt, whiſpers Sir 


Friendly. 


Mrs. Cor. I hope your Ladyſhip will excuſe my unſea - 


fonable Viſit, but 1 rather choſe to be troubleſome, than 


flow in the Acknowledgments I owe your Ladyſhip tor your 
many Favours to my Siſter. 
La. Gent. Mrs. Congueft and her Friends are always wel- 


come to me —— My Lady Mronglowe, pray, know Sir 
Jobn ! 

Sir Fr. My Lo and Sir Jobn, will you give me 
leave to re between you? 


LA. Gee. n 
Mrs. Con. Twill be a Charity in a Man of your Lord- 


| fhip's Figure to give a raw young Fellow a little Counte- | 


nance at his firſt Arrival. 
Ld. Geo. Your Appearance, Sir, I am confident, will 


never want a Friendifip among the Men of Taſte, or the 


Sir Fr. This young Lady, Sir John, is a near Relation 
o wie; and & 98 his ace aſk pane Boe he, 
WWW 
'em 

Mrs. Con. If the Lady's Good - nature were equal to her 
Beauty, twould be diſpos'd this minute. 


Airs. Cn. We were both made at the ſame time, Ladies: 


V only wiſh ſhe had been born to Breeches too: For I 


fancy that wild Humour of hers is diſmally to't under 
ch e Confinement of Petticoats. * 
- [Lady Wrong. goes to Sir Friendly. 
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La. Ger. I find, Sir John, you are Twins in your Good- 


humour, as well as your P 
Mrs. Con. We always took a 


Liberty with one another, 


Madam, tho' I rr | 


bottom. 


Ld. Gee. Methinks you loſe time with the young Lady, | 
Sir John. [ Afide, 


Mrs. Cer. To tell you the Truth, my Lord, I find my. 
iclf a little too ſharp ſet for a formal Gallantry ; 122 
a tedious Voyage, and wou'd be as glad of a ſmall Recom- 
mendation to any humble extempore Favour. 


Ld. Gee. Faith I'm a little out of ———Gentlewomen, 


myſelf at preſent : But if your Occaſions are not very prel- 
ling, I'll put you out of a deſpairing Condition 11 
— you behind the Scenes, and there are Ladies of all 

ſorts, Coquets, Prudes, and Virgins (they ſay) ſerious aud 
comical, voca! and inſtrumental. 

Mrs. Can. We ſhall find a time, my Lord. 

Miſs Net. I muſt have a Friendſhip with him, that's Poſs. 
Let me fee ay, that wall do it. What a dear 
— I tis, be in what Company one will, to have all the 

oung Fellow particular ? [Afide. 

Alrs. Can. [Io La. Gen.] 1 am afraid, Madam, we in- 
ꝛerrupt the Divcrhon of the good Company ; 31 heard Cards 
«all'd.for as we came in. | 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe then, Sir Fobr, we'll ſtep into the 
next Room my Lady Wronglove, we'll expect you. 

7 all but Lady Wrong. and Sir Friendly. 

«a Wrong. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhp. 

Sir Fr. I am ſorry, Madam, to find the Miſunderſtand- 
ing carried to ſuch Extremities, 

La. Wrong. After ſuch Ulage, tis impoſſil 
him. 

** And have you in your calmer „ e er 

d the miſerable Conſequence of 
8 'Twill ſhew the World, at . I am not 


7 


vied Happineſs 
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Sir F.. Is there no cure for Wounds but bleeding dead? 
=——Y ou'll ſay he has wrong d you. Grant it——that 
Wrong has been ſeverely puniſh'd in your ſevere Reſent- 

La. Wrong. But ſtill it has not cur d the Wrong. 

Sir Fr. Then certainly twas wrong to uſe it. 

La. Wrong. I've been reduc'd to uſe it: Nor cou'd 1 
bear the looſe, malicious Fleerings-of the World without a 
j ait Reſentment upon him. 

Sir F.. Nor would I have you bear it——no ;——but 
diiappoint their empty faſhionable Malice, cloſe up this un- 
protitable Breach, tis ſtill within your Power, and fix him 
yet more firmly yours. ws 

La. Wrerg. Alas, tis now too late! We have agreed on 


cocher Terms: He too, at laſt, is willing we ſhou'd part. 


Sir Fr. Bury that Thought: Come, come, there's yet a 
gentler Cure, cou'd you ſuppreſs your Temper to go 
through it: This raſh and fruitleſs ſtruggling with a bro- 
ken Limb gives you but more outrageous Pain, inflame3 
the Wound, and brings your very Life of Peace in dan- 
ger: Think what a glorious Conqueſt it wou'd be, ev'n 
in the Face of the cenſorious and inſulting World, to 
tame this Wanderer, whoſe frail Inconſtancy has ſought 
a vain and falſe Belief abroad: To lure him home wirn 
ſoft Affection, to lull him into Bluſhes, Peace, and en- 
: One Word, one tender Look ſecures 
your Triumph: Is there no Virtue, think you, in Re- 
122 Nothing perſuaſive in the Reproach of patient 

ve. 


La. Wrong. I ſee to what your Friendſhip wou'd per- 
ſuade me, but were it poſſible my flatter'd Hopes cou'd 
loſe the Memory of my Wrongs for ever —Say I 
cou'd this Moment huſh my Woman's Pride to all the 
Tenderneſs of ſoft Affection, cou'd figh, cou'd weep, and 
earn for Reconcilement ! Where cou'd a Wretch, unheed- 
ed in her Wrongs like me, find ſhelter? Where is the 
Fr endly Boſom wou'd receive me? How can I hope 
for Comfort from that Breaſt, that now I fear is hardned 
8 Fr. Cheng that ffi 

v. iſh that ſoftning Tho and all 
be well. O! there's a meriable Goodncs i hoſe Fear 
4 that 
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chat cannot fail to conquer. Do not ſuppoſe, I can be 


partial to his Errors, and not a Friend to your Com- 
plaints. Reientment can but at beſt revenge, but never 
redreſs em. wn, A oy del ogaeprn$— bane 
aſſur d, as of my Honeſty, I'll make you no diſhonour: 
Peace. 

La. Vong. I don't doubt of your fincere Endeavours. 
But who can anſwer for another's Morals? Think how 


much more miſerably you make me, ſhou'd he inſult upon } 


my Patience. 
Sir Fr. By that Sincerity you truſt in, I know him of 
2 ſofter Nature, friendly, generous, and tender ; Oy 


Oppoſition, obſtinately — to Gentleneſs, ſubmiſſive as 


A rp 


Eater Lord Wronglove. 
My Lord, I grieve to fee you here on this Occaſion. 


Ld: 302g. I'm not myſelf tranſported at it, Sir Friend- 


I come——tobey my Summons. 

Sr B How eaſily we pay Obedience to our Wiſhes ! 
Was it well done, my Lord, to work the Weakneſs of 
a Woman to aſk for what you knew was her undoing ? 
A Mind, which your Unkindneſs had diftemper'd, deſerv'd 
a tenderer Care, than it a Corroſive for a Cordi- 
J cou'd not but foreſee, the Reſolu- 
tion of a love-fick Wiſe muſt ſtagger in the Shock of Se- 


only Help 
PDT 


Id. Wrong. Miſtake me not: I need not theſe R 


to be Juſt, I never ſought this Separation, never wiſti d 
it; 


was i... t& e tals 


bluſhes, with my Sex's ſhame in 


don em. 


| 
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it; and when it can be prov'd unkind in me to accept it. 
my Ruin ſhou'd as ſoon be welcome. And tho' perhaps 


my negligence of Temper may have ſtood the Frowns of 


Love unmoy'd, yet I can find no Guard within, that can 
ſupport me againſt its Tears. [Goes to La. Wrong. 

Sir Fr. Now, my Lord, you are indeed a Man. 

Ld. Vrong. Welcome or not, I muſt not ſee you, thus, 
Madam, without an offer'd Hand to raiſe you. What is't 
La. = Nothing. 

Wro ing. 

Ld. Wrong — ä oa ee 
| of 2 Lover, give me at leatt the hanck Freedom: 
of a Friend's Concern, to wiſh you well, to ſearch your 
_ — 'em. 

* I cannot ſpeak to 

Sir Fr. My nl 

Ld. Ving. Too much indeed for Senſe of Shame to bear. 
—— — Now, I ſhou'd bluſh ever to have deſerv'd theſe juſt re- 
proachful Tears ; but when I think they ſpring from the 
diſſolving Rock of ſecret Love, I triumph in the thought ; 


and in this wild Irruption of its Joy, parching Heart 
cou'd drink the cordial Dew 82 


La. Vrong. What means this ſoft Effuſion in my Breaſt! 
Dr 

rung. 1 cannot bear that of Eyes. 
Vet nearer, cloſer to my 6 
Thus blending our difſolring Souls in dumb inurerable Soft 


nels. 


Sir Fr. Age has not yet ſo drain'd me, but when I ſee a 
Tenderneſs in Virtue's Eye, my Heart will ſoften, and its 
Springs will flow. 


La. Wrong. Pity this new Confuſion of my Woman's 


Ileart, that wou'd (but knows not how to) make returns for 


this Endearment ; that fears, yet wiſhes, that burns and 
Can you for- 
give, my Lord, the late uncurd'd Expreſions of a diſorder d 
Mind——But think think they were my F faulc, and par- 


2 Yager! exper let us think we ever diſ- 
agreed our e is heal'd, for ever be is Cauſe 
lorgotten, and remor d. 

. La. 
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La. Vreng. But let the kind Phyſician that reſtor'd us, 
be for ever in our thanks remember d. Had not his tender 
Qare obſerv'd the Criſis of my diſtemper d Mind, how raſh- 
ly had I languiſh'd out a wretched Being ? 

Ld. FWFrorg. This was indeed beyond a Friend——a Fa- 
ther's Care. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, what I have done, your mutual Peace 
has over-paid : I knew you both had Virtues, and was too 
far concern'd indeed to ſee em loſt in paſſion. 
| Id. Wrong. If Heaven wou'd mark our Boun Jap- | 
pineſs below, or human Wiſdom were allow'd to chuſe from 
kd + rm ; in Joys, like ours, the needleſs Search 

Sir Fr. In ſuch ſoft Wives. 

La. Vroyg. So kind a Huſband. 

IA. Veo. g. uch a Friend. 


Eater Mrs. Conqueſt, and Mis Notable 
Mrs. Con. I'm all Amazement, all Rapture, Madam 
n can have ſo juſt, 
ſo exquiſite a Senſe of Love 
Miſs Not. Why not? If I have any Senſe, *tis natural to 
have our firſt views of Happineſs from Love. 
Mrs. Con. My little Soul, you charm me! You have a 


mind to pique Lord George, you ſay. 
Miſs Net. To a 7 —Yer, methinks, not fo muck 
upon my own account as yours; for his diſhonou: 


as J told you, of your Siſter. Aae you of By 
Friend; ip—there's his own Hand to accuſe him of it 
Read it— Hold! hold !—here's my 8 
Mrs. Con. Can't I ſteal into your Room by and by ? 
Mrs Nor. With all wy heart—Then I'll tell you more. 
| — — 


| Enter Sir Friendly. 
| Sir Fr. So, Child! 1. 
have you got in your Hand there? 
Mrs. Con. Why, young Madam tells me, tis 
under my Lord George's Hand, that will convince me of his 
abuſing my Siſter me. 
Sir Fr. 222 
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Mrs. Con. [Reads.) To Mrs. Congueſt. 


F you defign to make any ſtay in the Country, "tavill be obli- 
ging to return the Lampoon you flole from me, it being the only 


Copy from the face of this Globe to the Sky, that is to be ha 
for Malice or Money. I am, dear Madam, with all due Ex- 


tremity, moſt invincibly yours, BRILLIANT. 
A very tender Epiſtle, truly ! 

Sir Fr. Tis like all the reſt of him. 

Mrs. Cox. I'm glad to find, however, he has Good-humour 
enough not to let the little Malice of that Chit fool him, to af- 
front me; which I find ſhe has been heartily driving at. 

Sir Fr. In troth, it ſhews ſome ſenſe of Honour in him. 

Mrs. Con. Depend upon't, Sir, he does not want it upon 
an honourable occaſion. 

Sir Fr. And twould be hard indeed, not to make ſome 
allowances for Youth. | 
Mrs. Con. But if I am not even with her young Ladyſhip— 
Sir Fr. I'm glad you have ſo innocent a in your 
hands; purſue your Addreſſes to her: To make her Co- 
quetry a little ridiculous, will do her no harm. Well! how 


go Affairs within? How is my Lady Gentle like to come off 


with his Lordſhip at play ? 

Mrs. Con. Juſt as I expected: I left her in the laſt Game 
of loſing about double the Sum ſhe owes him. That Fel- 
low, the Count, is certainly his Confederate ! his going her 


halves, is only a pretence to look on, and ſo, by private 


Signs, to tell my Lord every Card in her hand. 
Sir Fr. Not unlikely : What's to be done next? 
Mrs. Con. Only, Sir, do you engage the Company 

in the next Room, while I take my Poſt. Hark ! they have 

done play——1 heard the Table move: Away. 


Sir Fr. Succeſs to you [Exe ſcoeralh. 


The SCENE opening, 
| Gentle 


La. Gent. I have, my Lord, and I think for ever 
to tell that. Intolerable Fortune! [Throws down Money. 
Ld. Geo. The Count gone! 
La. Gent. O yes, my Lord! he had not patience, you ſee, 
He run away when the Game was ſcarce up. 
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Id. Geo. This Bill is his then. | 
La. Gert. It was; but it's your's now, I ſuppoſe. 
Ld. Geo. Here's forty Pound, Madam. 


La. Gent. There's a hundred and fixty. [Gives a Bill.] 


What do I owe you now, my Lord? 
Id. Ges. Forty !——2a hundred and ſixty !\——um—uft 
1000 J. Madam. | | 
La. Gent. Very well and a thouſand Pound more 
borrow'd this Morning! and all fool'd away !— fool'd ! — 
fool'd away ! [Fretting. 
Ld. Geo. Oh! does it bite? | 


| | [ Hfeat. 
La. Gent. O Wretch! Wretch! miſerable forſaken Wretch ! 


——Ay ! do! think! think! and figh upon the conſequence 


of what thou'ſt done ! the Ruin ! Ruin ! the ſure, Ruin thabs 
8 

ILA. Gee. Suppoſe, Madam, you try your Fortune at ſome 
e 

La. Gent. Talk not of Play— for I have done with it for 
ever. 


Id. Gee. I can't ſee you, under this Confuſion at your Ill- 
Fortune, Madam, without 


which I have no proſpect of returning. 


Ld. Geo. Come, Come ! you're not ſo poor, as your hard 


Fears wou'd make you. 'There are. a thouſand Trifles in 
your power to grant, that you wou'd never miſs; yet a 


Heart leſs ſenſible of your Concern than mine, wou'd prize 


beyond a tenfold Value of your Lofles. | 
La. Gent. I'm poor in every thing but Folly, and a juſt 


Will to anſwer for its Miſcarriages. On this, my Lord, 


you may depend: ['ll ſtrain my utmoſt to be juſt to you. 

Ld: Geo. Alas! you do not know the Plenty Nature has 
endow'd: 
that lovely Boſom, but might, if given in ſoft Compaſſion 
to a Lover's Pain, releaſe you of the Jndrs, had you loſt 
em. Can you ſuppoſe, that ſordid Avarice alone, has puſh'd 
my Fortune to this height? Was the poor lucre of a little 


Pelf, worth all this wild Extravagance of Hazzard I have 


run? Give it at leaſt a View more generous, tho' leſs ſuc- 
ceſsful ! 


= offering all within my power to 
La. Gent. My Lord, I can't be eaſy under an Obligation, 


you with. There's not a tender Sigh that heaves 
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us that all I've done was, in your greateſt 
eed, to prove myſelf your firmeſt Friend. 

La. Gent. My Lord, *twou'd now. be Affectation not to 
underſtand you. But I'm concern'd, that you ſhou'd think, 
that Fortune ever cou'd reduee me to ſtand the ing of 
a diſhonourable Thought from any Man; or, if I cou'd be 
won to- Folly, at leaſt I wou'd make a Gift, and not a Bar- 
gain of my Heart: Therefore if the worſt muſt be, I'll own 
the Sum, and Sir M illiam ſhall pay it on demand. 

Id. Geo. [ Aſide.] Shall he? I know what will become of 
your Ladyſhip—You may flounce, and run away with my 
Line, if you pleaſe ; but you will find at the end of it a love- 
ly bearded Hook, that will ſtrangely perſuade you to come 
back again——— A Debt of two thouſand Pounds is not ſo 

La. Gent. Now, my Lord, if, after all I've ſaid, you have 
Honour enough to do a handſome thing, and not let him 
know of it. 

Ld. Geo. O!] do you feel it, Madam? IA. 

La. Gent, Tis but being a better Houſewife in Pins; and 
if an hundred Pounds a Quarter of that will ſatisfy you, till 
the whole's paid, you may depend upon t: A little more 
Prudence, and a Winter or two in the Country, will ſoon re- 
cover 1t. 

Ld. Ges. Preſs me not with ſo unkind a I To 
drive you from the Town, e er you have ſcarce run through 
half the Diverſions of it, wou'd be barbarous indeed. 

La. Gent. Wou'd I had never ſeen it. . 

Ld. G.o. Since I fee, Madam, how much you dread an 
Obligation to me, ſay, I cou'd find the means to free you of 
this Debt, without my obliging you; nay, without a poſlibi- 
lity of your loſing more: I wou'd even unthank'd relieve you. 

La. Gent. That's a Propoſal I can't comprehend, my 


Ld. Gro. I'll make it more engaging yet : For give but a 
xromiſe you'll weigh the Offer in one — | 
actore you anſwer to it; and in return, by all my Heart's 
laſt bleeding Hopes, 1 ſwear, that even your refuſal then 
hall ſilence my offenſive Love, and ſeal its Lips for ever. 

La. Gent. I think, my Lord, on that condition, I may 
fafely hear you. 

Id. 
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I. Geo. Thus then I offer I tailly to you on one ſingle 
Card ; which if your Fortune wins, the Sums you owe me 
then ſhall all be quit, and my offenſive Hopes of Love be 
dumb for ever: If I win, thoſe Sums ſhall {till be paid you 


back, with this Reſerve, That I have then your filent leave 


to hope. 
La. Gent. My Lord 
Ld. Geo. 1 —— 


, rl, 
This Offer ſhuts out my very humbleſt — 2 Merit, 


is certain to recover all you've loſt, with equal chance, to 
9 (I fear) a hateful Lover; and but at worſt, makes 
it your avoidleſs Fortune to endure him. 


La. Gent. A bold and artful Bait indeed! [At. 
Ld. Gee. Tre done; and leave you to the moment's Pauſe | 


d. 


you promis | 
La. Gent. [ Aſide.] A Certainty to quit the Sums I owe! | 


A Chance with it, to rid me of his Love! A 
bleſt Deliverance indeed! But then the Lot is equal too, of 
being oblig'd to give him Hope, my ſecret, conſcious, leave 
to love That imbitters all again; tis horrid 


loathſome, and my Diſeaſe leſs formidable than ſuch a Cure. 


ere Be bold and 
for while I pauſe, he hopes in ſpite of me 


Ay! think a little better on't. [Aft 


my Ruin: He has it in his Power. He may demand my 
Lakers of wy Huttanty Heer ! whe, Oe wail auke | 
his Fortune bleed to do't, I'm fure will pay em. Two thou- 
Pounds, with what I've lately loſt, might ſhock the 
meaſures of a larger Income. What Face muſt I 

with then ? whoſe Conduct is the cauſe on:. 
The Conſequence of that muſt, like an inward Canker, feed 
upon our future Quiet! His former friendly Confidence muſt | 


wear a face of ſtrangeneſs to me: His eaſe of Thought, his | 


chearful Smiles, with all the thouſand hoarded Pleaſures of 
4 8 Then loſt for ever! Inſup- 


[4fide.} To do it raſhly, may incenſe him to 


W „ e 


. FR" 


— 


* 


e 
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Word will huſh them into Whiſpers. 
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La. Gert. [4/ide.) If ſome Women had this offer now, 
they'd make a trifle of the Hazard! Nay, even of their 
loft 

14.6 Geo. [Afide.) Well faid ! take 2— 
There's nothing in't——it's a good round Sum —half 
c 
Cards a little. 

La. Gent. [Afide.] Hope! he hopes already from his Of- 
fer: But then he offers me the means to kill it too! Say he 
but from his Fortune, not 
my Virtue! Beſide am I ſo ſure to loſe? Is't in his Fate, 
that he muſt ever win? Why ſhan't I rather think, that 
Providence has brought me to this Streſs, only to ſet my 
Follies dreadful in my view, and reaches now, at laſt, its 
Hand to ſave and warn me on the It muſt 
it is—my flatt ring Hope will have it ſoImpoſſible ſo 
critical a Chance can loſe My Fancy ſtrengthens on the 
Thought, my Heart bold, and bids me venture. 

Ld. Geo. Shall I deal, lam! 

La. Gert. Quick, quickly then, and take me while my 
Courage can ſupport it. [He ſhuſſles the Cards.) Forgive me, 
Virtue, if I this once depend on Fortune to relieve thee. 

Ld. Geo. Then Fortune for the Bold I've deak — Tis 
ay Feeney, 

Gent, There. [She ſets the 

Id. Ges. W 10 
rn 
- Dif 1 !——Madneſs—Madneſs only can 


Ld. Geo. Sch! my Venture is arriv'd at laſ Now to 
unlade it. Theſe Bills, Madam, now are your's again. 
2 But why this hard, unkind Concern? Be 

don't in theſe reluctant Tears, drown all 

Hopes that Fortunc has bequeath'd me: Or if 
they preſs too rude and ſudden for their Welcome, chide 
'em but gently ; they're ſoft as Infant-Wiſhes, one tender 


La. Gent. Thus then with low Submiſſion, on my Knees, 
I beg for pity of my Eortune ! O ſave me ave me from 
Vice wm: Pity the hard Diſtreſſes of a 
„ N 
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us trembling Hand will wither in your Touch, or 
Diſtraction. If you've a human Soul, O yet be 
5 goo. and fave me from eternal Ruin ! 
S (Pray be raiſed 


ent. O never 
Geo. „ forms, wou'd vaniſh in a 
moment's juſt or ä Theughe : And fince the right of | 


Enter a Stranger, bluntly, with a Letter 1 
. Lady. I 
| La. Gar. Ah! 
Ld. Gee. How now! aber Ge mmaing of this? | 
e N 
tho' I ſhou'd find you at your Prayers. 

La. Gent. Who are you, Sir? 

Strang. Nobody. 
La. Gent. Whence come you? 
Strang. From Nobody———Good by. [Ex. 
Ld. Geo. Fire and Furies! what a ridiculous Interruption | 
is this? | 

La. Gent. I'm amaz'd. 

Ld. Geo. What can it mean ? 

La. Gent. Ha! what's here! Bark: Bills of two thouſand 
Pounds ! The very Sums I have loſt! No Advice! Not | 
_ a Line with em! No matter whence they came! From no | 
„ I'm ſure; better owe em any where, than here. 
_ Geo. I fancy, Madam, the next Room were——— | 


* No, my Lord———our Accounts now need 
no Privacy——there's your two thouſand Pounds. [ 
Ld. Geo. What mean you, Madam? | 
La. Gent. To be as you wou'd have me, juſt, and pay 
my Debts of Honour : For thoſe that you demand 


— 2 


ee, 11 


my Honour, by the known Laws of Play, are void: Where 
Honour cannot win, Honour can never loſe. And now, 
my Lord, tis time to leave my Folly, and its Danger — | 


IA. | 
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here at Cards, was upon the leaſt ill thought 
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Ld. Geo. Hold, Madam, our ſhort Account is not made 
even yet: Your Tears indeed might fool me into Pity, but 
this unfair Defiance never can : Since you wou'd poorty 


falſify your Word, you've nothing but your Sex to guard 


you now; and all the favour that you can hope, is, that 
I'll give your Virtue even its laſt Excuſe, and force you te 
be jaſt. 


Mrs. Can. Hold, Sir! unhand the Lady. | 
Ld. Geo. Death again! [Draws, 
Mrs. Con. My Lord, this is no place to uſe our Swords 


in; this Lady's Preſence may ſheath em here, without Diſ- 


honour. Your Pardon, Madam, for this rude Intrufion, 
which your Protection, and my own injur d Honour have 
compell'd me to. b 
Ld. Geo. Let me adviſe you, Sir, to have more regard to 
this Lady's Honour, than to ſuppoſe my being innocently 
it. 


Mrs. Con. My Lord, that's anſwer' d, in owning I have 
over - heard every word you have ſaid this half hour. 

Ld. Geo. The Devil! he loves her ſure! You are to be 
Mrs. Con. O] my Lord, I ſhall not part with you; but 
J have ſirſt a Meſſage to you from my Siſter, which you 
mult anſwer inſtantly : Not but I know her Pride contemns 
the Baſcneſs you have us'd her with; for which ſhe'd think 


perhaps, your Diſappointment here an over-paid Revenge: 
But there's a jealoas Honour in our Family, whoſe Injuries 
| are above the feeble Spirit of a Girl to puniſh, that lies on 


me to vindicate, and calls for warmer Reparation—— 
Follow me. 


La. Gent. Good Sir my Lord, I beg for Pity's ſake, 


compoſe this Breach ſome milder way If Blood ſhou'd 
of me? my Fame's undone for ever Let me intreat 


| You, Sir, be pacify'd, my Lord will think of hanourable 


Id. 


90 The Lapy's LasT STAKE: , 
Fd. Geo. Your Pardon, Madam, Honour muſt be free 
before it can repair: Compulſion ſtains it into Cowardice 
Away, Sir—— I follow you. 
[Exeunt Lord and Mrs. Conqueſt, 


| ts Gent. O miſerable Wrerch to what a ſure Defrudtion | 
has thy Folly brought thee ! 


Enter Sir Friendly Moral. 


Sir Fr. Dear Madam, what's the matter, I heard high 


| 


Words within, no harm I hope ? 

La. Gert. Murder I fear, if not prevented; my Lord 
Geige, and Sir John Cong | have quarrell'd, and are gone 
out this moment in their Heat to end it. 

Sir Fr. How! | 

La. Gent. I beg you, Sir, go after em; ſhou'd there be 
Miſchief, the World will certainly report, from falie Ap- 
pearances, that I'm the Cauſe. 

Sir Fr. Don't think ſo, Madam, I'll uſe my bell Endea- 
Your to prevent it! In the mean time, take hecd your Diſ- 
order — alarm the Company within Which way | 
went 

La. | 54 That Door, Sir. [Exit Sir Friendly.) Who's 
there? [Enter @ Ser want.] Run quick, and ſee if the Gar- 
den-Door into the Park be lock'd {Exit Strwant.] 


How ſtrict a Guard ſhould \'irtue keep upon its Innocence? 
How dangerous, how faithleſs are its lawful Pleaſures, when 


habitual! This Vice of Play, that has, I fear, undone me, 
appear'd at firſt an harmleſs, ſafe Amuſement ; but ſtealing 
into Habit, its greateſt Hazards grew ſo familiar, that even 
the Face of Ruin loſt its Terror to me. O Reflect ion 
| how I ſhudder at thee! the ſhameful Memory of what 1 
have baba da will live with me for ever. 


Re-enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Garden- * 

La. Gent. Did you hear no Noiſe, or Buſtle in the Park? 

Serv, No, Madam. : [Exit Servant. 

La. Gent. They're certainly gone out that way, and Sir 
Friend mal mis of em 0 Wretch! Wretch ! that 


„ 


q 


— — 


| 
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goodſt the foremoſt in the Rank of prudent, happy 
Wives, art now become the branded Mark of Infamy and 
Shame. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Park. 


Enter Lord George. 


Ld. Geo. So, I think we ve loſt the Fellows that obſervd 
us; and if my Gentleman's Stomach holds, now I'm at 
leiſare to entertain him. Death! was ever glorious Hope 
io inveterately diſappointed ? To bring her to her laſt Stake, 
to have her faſt upon my Hook, nay, in my Hand, and 
after all, to have her whip through my Fingers like an Eel, 
was the very Im of Fortune What! not come 
vet? He has not thought better on t, I hope———It's a 


lovely clear Moon TG it ons wat Wes Tg 


ſomebody preſently. 


Enter four Fells at a __ 


1. Fel. Stand *cloſe, ſoftly, 
By your leave, Sir. 2 3 
Ld. Geo. So! here's like to be no Sport to night then — 
I'm taken care of, 1. pray Gentlemen, you 
need not be ſo boiſterous I am ſenſible we are pro- 
vented. 
2 Fel. Damn your Senſe, Sir. [Trips up his Heels. 
1 Fel. Blood, Sir, make the leaſt Noiſe, I'll ſtick you to 


the Ground. 
pardon, Gentlemen, I find Iam 
miſtaken ! I thought you had only come to preſerve my 
Perſon, but I find tis my Purſe you have a Paſſion for 
You're in the wrong Pocket, upon my faith, Sir. 
1 Fel. Pull off his Breeches, make ſure work ; over his 
Heels with em, that's the ſhorteſt way. 
Ld. Geo. With ſubmiſſion, Sir, as a tne if 


+ >, oaheron wont ind another Sixpence in the | 
2 Fel, What's this? 


Ld. Gro, Only a Table-Book ; you don't deal in Paper, I 
1 Fa. 


preſume ? 
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1 Fel. Rot your Paper, Sir, we'll truſt no Man! M | 
down's our Buſineſs. * 


Enter Mrs. Conqueit. 


Ld. Gee. Only borrow a little Money, Sir; the Gentle- 
1 


1 Fel. Hark you, you baſtardly Beau, get about your 
Buſineſs——or | 


lay hold on him, Jack — 

Mrs. Cov. Me! — you 

that Gentleman quick i 
m mute or 

Ld. Geo. And my Money, I beſeech you, 


1 Fel. Blood! fiand him, Fack. — ps A, os he don't 


kill. The Dog has a good Coat on, and may have Money 
in his Pocket. 


2 Fel. Drop your Piſtol, Sir, ny Bak 266 


you. 
Ars. Con. Do you brave me, Villains Have at you 


[She preſents, ard miſſes Tos fre 
1 Fel. O ho! Mr. Bully, have we met with you——— | 


Come on, Sir there, Sir, that will do, I believe. 


[Two of them ſecure Lord George. 


3 Fel. What is he down? Strip him. 


[They pufb, Pre fall. 


2 Fel. No, rot him, he's nat earth bo bb 
Id. Gee. Barbarous Dogs ! how is it, Sir! 


Mrs. Coz. I'm kill'd — I fear the Wound's quite through | 


me. 
| IA. Ger. Mercy forbid ! Where is't ? 


Mrs. Con. en 


or any one to witneſs that my laſt Words confeſs you guilt- 
leſs of this Accident. 
Ld. Geo. This 


Chair, Chair, come-« Believe me, Sir, 
1 — 3 —— your Bhs 
nour, that my full Heart now bleeds with * 


[Exit 


generous Reproach has more than van- 
quiſh'd mel think I ſee a Chair in the Ma-] 
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how groſiy I have wrong d you in your Siſter's Goodneſs : 
But i you live, the future ſtudy of my Life ſhall be with 


wounded by ſome Foot- -Pads, that juſt now ſet upon us 
r in 


"Os I know it very well, Sir. | 
[Exit Chairmen with Mrs. Conqueſt. | 
LA. Gee. d Death! 


The SCENE changes to Lady Gentle . 
Euter Mrs. Notable. ¶ Alone. 


Miſs Nor. So, my Plot takes, I find the Family's in 
2 terrible Confukon : Sir Fohn has call'd him to 


an Account for the Letter I gave him ——— If the Town 


does not allow me the Reputation of this 
I have very hard Fortune Lord] What a morti- 
fied Creature will poor Mrs. Congueft be, when ſhe hears 
in the loanſome y, that her own Brother has 
with her only Lover, for his Offers of Love to me? Dear 
Soul! What muſt it think, when ſuch a raw unfit Thing as 
I, gives ſuch a great Creature as ſhe ſo a Con- 


fuſion ? She can't take it ill ſure, if one ſhou'd ſmile when 
ene ſees her next. | 


Enter to ber Mrs. Hartſhorn crying. 


Mrs. Hart. O dear Madam Sad News. 
Miſs Not. What's the Matter ? | 
Mrs. Hart/. My Lord George has kill'd Sir John Conguef. 
Miſs Not. O Heavens! Upon my Account! Art ſure 
MATE 7 Didſt ſee him dead? 
1 4 No Madam, he's alive =: They've juſt 
brought him in a Hackney-Chair ; | „ 
| 's 
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Wound's quite through his Body: O! ttis a ghaſtly 


Miſs Nor. Malicious Fortune ! Had it been tother's Fate, 
T cou'd have born it. To take from me the only Life I 
ever really lov'd, is inſu 

Mrs. Hart/. Won't your Ladyſhip go in and ſee him, 
Madam ? 

Miſs Nor. Prithee leave me to my Griefs alone. 

Mrs. Hartſ. Ah! poor Gentleman « — [Exit. 

Miſs Nez. 
ſhall be in an Undreſs it will be proper, at 
leaſt, to give my Concern the Advantage of as much Diſ- 
order as I can. [Exit 


The SCENE drawing, diſcovers Mrs. Conqueſt in av 
a Chair, with Lady Gentle, Lady Wronglove, and 


Saucer abrar bor 
Mrs. Can. No Surgeon yet? 


Surgeon with him. 


Enter Lord George, Sir Friendly, and Surgeon. 
Id. Geo. Come, Sir, pray be quick, there's your Patient. 
How is it, Sir? 
Mrs. Cn. Oh! 


Sir Fr. Tuns not in my Fortune, Madam, to 


prevent 
this Accident. [To Lady Gentle. 


Sur. By your leave Sir——Your Coat muſt come off, 


Pretty Creature ! I muſt ſee him but it 


Ld. Wrong. Here's my Lord George, and I believe che 


— © _ = @- — 4 


I 
5 
* 
d. 


K 


I 


Mrs. Can. We have ſeen 
_ little thought our ——_— 
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Lad. Co. Diſtraction? | 
La. Gert. O my fatal Folly ! What Ruin art thou now 


La. Vrong. Poor Creature 
Ld. Vrong. What have you done, my Lord? | 
' Ld. Gee. O blind beſotted Senſe! Not by a thouſand 


the Cauſe of ? 


| pointing Circumſtances to fore-know this Secret, and pre- 


vent its Conſequence. How ſhall I look on her ? 
Sur. No Hopes, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fr. Take heed — Art ſure tis mortal? 
Sur. Sir, tis impoſſible ſhe can live three hours 
The beſt way will be to convey the Lady to Bed, and let 
her take a large Doſe of Opium: All the helps I can give 


| her, is the hopes of going off in her Sleep. 


La. Gent. ¶ Mering. ] O piteous Creature! 

Ld. rung. A Heart ſo generous indeed, deſerv'd a 
kinder Fate. | 

Ld. Ges. [Throwing bimſelf at Mrs. Conquelt's Fret.] O 
pardon injur'd Goodneſs 1 Pardon the ungrateful Follies of 
a thoughtleſs Wretch, that burns to be forgiven* Cou'd I 
have e er ſuppoſed your generous Soul had ſet at half this 
fatal Price my tendereſt Vows, how gladly laviſh had I paid 


| "em to deſerve ſuch Virtue. 


Mrs. Con. My Death, my Lord, is not half ſo terrible, 


| =5 the wide Wound this raſh Attempt muſt give my bleed- 
ing Reputation. 


Ld. G. To cure that Virgin Fear, this Moment 1 
conjure you, then, before your lateſt Breath forſakes you, 
let the pronouncing Prieſt, in ſacred Union of our hands, 
unite our Honour too, and in this full Reduction of my 
. coo cotta; 
for ever. 

Mrs. Coz. *T would be, I own, an Eaſe in Death, to 
give me the Excuſe of dying honourably yours 


Id. Gee, My Lord, your Chaplain's near, I beg he 
6 Plain 3 Ry Heng 


Ld. I rang. This Minut 
La. Wrong. An honourable, tho' unfortunate Amends. 
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La. Gent. Mournful indeed ! | 

ILA. Gee. How gaily wor'd I pay down fame Life ts 
back one paſt, one fatal Hour ! 

Mrs. Cor. Is't L 

Ld. Geo. What! 

Mrs. Coz. The World ſhou'd judge, my Lord, fo wide- 


> 


111 


[Fefully farpriz'd.. 
d if the darling Pleaſures of” Aab 


'd in all the Circumſtances of human Na- 


ſpiteful Virtue. 


vokingly in her pow 


Come! for once I'll give your Vanity leave to humble 


1 that only what was groſly ſenſual cou'd | 


. 


D } 


- 1 
OOO 


ture. f 
LA. Geo. O! for a Strain of Thought to out. do this 


Ld. Wrong. Why Faith, my Lord, tuns ſmartly hand- 
| fome, not to cheat you imo Marriage, when *twas ſo pro- 


Mrs. Con. „ 


rung. K 5 that ; 
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my Pride, and laugh in your Turn at the notable ſtir I have 


+ you. 


Ld. Gee. Since you provoke me then, prepare to ſtart, 
and tremble at my Revenge ——-—l will not only marry 
thee this Inſtant, but the next ſpiteful Moment inſolently 

too, and make ſuch ravenous Havock of thy 
Beauties, that thou ſhalt call in vain for Mercy of my 


L 
i 


* 
| Fury thou haſt rais'd, III do't. 


Mrs. Cen. This is down-right Vio Lord 
 Wronglowe . 

Ld. Mrong. Dar Madam, he never does 
any harm in theſe Fits. 


Mrs. Cn. Have you no Shame 

Id. Geo. By Earth, Seas, Air; and by the glorious Im- 
pudence of ſubſtantial Darkneſs, I am fix d. 

Mrs. Coz. Will no one help me ? Sir Friendly. 

Sir Fr. Not I, in troth, Madam, I think his Revenge is 


| very honeſt one. 


Ld. Geo. Confeſs me Victor, or expect no Mercy: Not 


all the Adamantine Rocks of Virgin Coyneſs, not all your 
 Trembling, Sighs, * Thongs, Tremiles, or Tears, 


Ld. Wrong. Victoria! Victoria! The Town's our own. 
Sir Fr. Fauly won indeed, my Lord! 


Ld. G:o. Sword in Hand, 8 now, 
Madam, I put myſelf into Garriſon for Life. 


Mrs. Cont Oh! that won't be I'm fure ; for ou've 

almoſt kill d me. W * 
Ld. Ges. I warrant you, moderate _— 

Jun Gon. Lal Well! Poople hat & 
| what ti: 
will; n 
faves one a World of impertinent Confuſion. | 
Ld. Ges. And now, Madam, to let you fee you lave 
much ſubdu'd my os as my — 
1s. 
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let me humbly aſk a Pardon for Offences. Here 
[To Lady Gentle] Theſe Sums, Madam, I now muſt own, 
to ſerve my ſhameful Ends, were all unfairly won of you; 
which fince I never meant to keep, I thus reſtore, and 
0 of your too mix d a 
Im Hay. | 
La. Gert. My Lord, I thank you —— and ſhall hence- 
forth ſtudy to deſerve the Providence that ſav'd me 
If I miſtake not too, I have ſome Bills that call for reſti- 
tution. Here, [Io Mee. Con.) No one cou'd, I'm ſure, 
be more concern'd to ſend em. Friendſhips conceal'd are 
double Obligations. 
Mrs. Con. I ſent em to relieve you, Madam, but ſince 
your danger has no farther need of em | 
[Takes the Bills, | 
Sir Fr. Now, Child, I claim your Promiſe, here comes 
another of your ſmall Accounts that is not made up yet. 
Mrs. Coz. Fear not, Sir, I'll pay it to a Scruple. 


Enter Miſs Notable wwerping, in a Night-Drefs. 

Miſs Ner. O where's this mournful fight ! Your Pardon, 
Ladies, if my intruding Tears confeſs the weakneſs of a 
harmleſs Paſſion, that now *twould be ungrateful to con- 
ceal: Had 1 not lov'd too well, this fatal Accident had 
never been. 

Mrs. Con. Well! don't be concern'd, dear Madam, for 

the worſt part of the Accident is, that I am found at laſt, it 
ſeems, to be no more fit for a Wife, than as I told you, 
vou were for a Huſband. 

Miſs Nor. Ha! | | [In con fiſian. 

Mrs. Con. Not but I had ſome thoughts of marrying you 
too; but then I fancy'd you'd ſoon be uneafy under the 
cold Comfort of Petticoats ſo 
the good Company has ev'n pcriuaded me to pull off my 
Breeches, and marry Lord Geor pe. | 

Miſs Net. Marry'd ! baſe Mar ! this the proof of your 
Indifference to Mrs. Congue/? ! [.4fac to Lord George. 

Ld. Geo. *Tis not a Proof yet indeed But I believe 
I ſhall marry her to-night ; and then you know, my Life, 
I am in a fair way to it. 


Mis 


I don't know —— | 
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Miſs Nor. Jeer d by him too! I'll lock myſelf up in ſome 
dark Room, and never ſee the World [Exit. 
La. Wrong. [To Ld. . Was the ? that Creature 
then, the little wicked of my 
How ridiculous have you made my Jealouſy ? — che 
Folly and the Pain. 

Ld. Vong. Farewel the Cauſe of it for ever.. | 

La. Gent. [To Sir Fr.] The Count, ſay you, his Accom- 
plice ! How I tremble! But I have done with it for Life; 
ſuch ruinous Hazards, need no ſecond Warning. 
Id. Gee. I fancy Nuncle, I begin to make a very ridi- 
culous Figure here, ad have glee aptilf s Afr of cates 
Lookenefs than I have been able to come up to. | 

Mrs. Con. I'm afraid that's giving yourſelf the Air of 
more Virtue than you'll be able to come up to But 
however, ſince I can't help it, I had as good truſt you. 

Ld. Geo. And when I wrong that Truſt, may you deceive 
me. 

Sir Fr. And now a laſting Happineſs to all. 

* | [Coming forward to * Audience. 


Let theſe that here, as in a Mirror ſie 
Theſe Follies, and the Dangers they have run, 


Be cheaply warn'd, and think theſe Scapes their own. 
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